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FOUR PLAYS? 



OK 


WORAL REPRESENTATIONS, IN ONE. 


This very singular composition was first printed in the folio of 
1647, and, though we have no data to determine positively whe¬ 
ther it was tlie production of both our authors, we may with con¬ 
siderable confidence decide that it was. There is a disparity be¬ 
tween the two first of the short plays introduced and the two last, 
^00 obvious to require to be pointed out to an attentive reader; and 
the latter have such strong points of resemblance (particularly in 
the flowing versification, and the great multiplicity of female termi¬ 
nations of the lines) to those plays which are known to have been* 
produced by Fletcher solely, that wc need not hesitate to ascribe 
them to him; the two first Triumphs, with the Induction, were 
therefore probably the work of Beaumont. As to the time of its 
production, nothing can be decided on ; but the dumb shows, the 
processions, &c. seem to indicate that the piece was ot an early 
diite ; and il the allusion to a disease which was described by a 
contemporary glossarist in ] 6 ll, as one which had made its appear¬ 
ance shortly before, has any weight, the play was probably produ¬ 
ced about that time. 

The compiler of the Biographica Dramatica ohser\es, “ whether 
this medley of dramatic pieces was ever performed or not does not 
plainly appear." There is, however, no good reason to doubt that 
it was brought on the stage at the time it was written, though since 
that period it has probably never been acted. 

Our authors were not the first who conceived the idea of col¬ 
lecting a number of short pieces, and joining them into one by 
means of a fictitious audience, before whom they are supposed to 
be represented. On the 6 th of March, 1591 > a drama was per¬ 
formed, entitled. Four Plays in One, and another the 7 th of Oc- 
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tober, 15p7> with the title of Five Plays i^One. About l605, a 
piece called All's One, or Four PlaysW One, was produced; 
one of the short pieces being Shakspeare's Yorkshire Tragedy. 
The same design was afterwards adopted by Sir William Davenant 
in his Playhouse to be Let, and by Motteux in The Novelty, or 
Every Act a Play.* The idea, however, was not a very happy one, 
as few audiences could relish an entertainment so miscellaneous as 
the present, in which they are regaled with two tragi-comedies, a 
tragedy, and a moral masque, and behold a fictitious audience 
concluding every piece with a rooralisation, which had much bet¬ 
ter liave been left to the real spectators. 

The idea of introducing the Triumphs of Honour, Love, Death, 
and Time, was probably suggested by the Trionfioi Petrarch, which 
had been translated shortly before; and which, with other Italian 
poetry, seems to have obtained great popularity in England. 

The' Triumph of Honour is by no means the most happily con¬ 
ceived, nor the best executed among the four. It has a good 
deal of bombast and false conceit; the" classical allusions are 
not happily introduc' d, and the mock deification of Valerius is 
extremely puerile. The hint of the plot is taken,* as Lang- 
baine observes, from Boccaccio’s Decameron, (Giornata X, 
Nov. V.) of which the following is the substance: Dianora, 
the wife of Gilberto, in order to get rid^ of the importunities of 
her lover Ansaldo, promised to gratify his desires if he would 
present her with a garden bearing dowers and fruit in the month 
of January. Ansaldo realised her wish by the assistance of a 
magician, who, to the astonishment of the whole city of Udine, 
produced the desired miracle. Dianora, in despair, mentioned 
the bargain she had made with Ansaldo to her husband, who, not¬ 
withstanding his extreme love for her, commanded her to fuldl the 
pledge. When the lover came to obtain the promise, beheld the 
despair of Dianora, and heard the consent of Gilberto, he was 
so touched by the generosity of the latter, that he released the lady 
from her piomise. The necromancer, not to be behind hand with 
him, refused to accept any remuneration for his enchanted gar¬ 
den.” hlanni observes, that Boccaccio probably founded his novel 
on a relation in Tritemius of a Jew physician, who, in the year 
S76f in the middle of w^ter, caused, by enchantment, a garden, 

* One of Calderon’s plays, Los tres mayores prodigios^ is formed on a 
samilar plan, every one of the three jornadas, or acts, forming a separate 

? lay. The subjects are the adventures of Jason, Hercules, and Theseus, 
'hey arc not, noweverj'connected together as the present drama. 

* Another old comedy, entitled. The two Merry Milkmaids, or The 
best Wonls wear the Garland, by J. C. Loud. 1620, is partly founder! 
on the satfie novel. 
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with trees and flowers in bloom, to appear before a numerous and 
splendid company. 

The Triumph of Love is far superior to the former, and con* . 
tains some exquisite touches of nature. The story is interesting, 
and in general well told. Indeed, this short piece contains the 
stamina of a very interesting regular tragi-comedy, for which it 
is far better fitted than many other plots in these volumes. This 
fable also is taken from a novel of Boccaccio, (Giorn.V. Nov. VII.) 

“ In the reign of William, King of Sicily, Amerigo, a rich and noble 
gentleman, dwelt at Trapani, and one day a Genoese vessel coming 
to port with slaves, which they had captured in a Turkish galley, 
he purchased a youth, who was supposed to be a Turk, and whom 
he caused to be baptized Pietro. When he grew up, a strong at¬ 
tachment took place between him and Violanfe, the daughter of 
Amerigo. One day the whole family had proceeded on an excursion 
from a country villa, when a thunder-storm forced them to make 
all possible haste homewards. The young slave and Violante out¬ 
stripped the rest in speed, and being forced into an old ruinous 
mansion by a shower of hail, they took the opportunity to con¬ 
summate their wishes. The effect of this soon became apparent, 
and Pietro wished to avoid the impending danger by flight; but 
Violante promising not to betray him as the author of hei' shame, 
and threatening to kill herself if he left her, he consented to remain. 
When the time of parturition arrived, she feigned a tale to her mo¬ 
ther, who promised to conceal her condition from Amerigo. Un¬ 
fortunately the latter, hearing her cries, rushed into the room, and 
putting his sword to her breast, extorted the truth. Pietro was ap¬ 
prehended, sent for judgment to Trapani, and being put to the tor¬ 
ture by Currado the governor, confessed his guilt. Amerigo then 
gave a phial of poison and a dagger to a servant, bidding him carry 
them to his daughter, who should choose one of the two deaths, 
and threatening to burn her alive in case of refusal. The infant 
he ordered to be put to death, and its carcase to be given to the 
dogs. When Pietro was led to the gallows .to be executed, a crim¬ 
son spot upon his breast led to his recognition by Fineo, (then on 
an embassy from the king c^Arminia to Rome,) as his son Teo- 
doro, who, fifteen years befofb, had been made prisoner by pirates. 
Fineo immediately made the circumstance known to Amerigo, 
and offered his son in marriage to his daughter. The latter hast¬ 
ened to his country-house, and fortunately arrived before the ser¬ 
vant had compelled Violante to make choice of dying by the poison .. 
or the dagger. The marriage was then concluded and solemnized 
to the content of ail parties.” 

The Triumph of Death is deserving of fully as much commen¬ 
dation as the former; and, notwithstanding the brevity of this dra- . 
ma, there are few tia^edics of the usual length so pathetic. The 
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plot is interesting without being too intricate; the versification ex* 
quisitely harmonious; no scenes of low buffoonery are introduced, 
and recourse is not had to under-plots and transactions foreign to 
the main design. This is evidently the result of the shortness of 
the piece; but it proves that, contrary to the usual practice, a 
tragic drama may be produced, confined within very narrow limits, 
without weakening the intended effect upon the audience. The 
plot is founded, as Langbaine observes, “ on a novel in The For¬ 
tunate, Deceived, and Unfortunate Lovers, part iii. vol, iii. See 
besides, Palace of Pleasure, Nov. 40, Belleforest, &c.” The ori¬ 
ginal, however, is the first novel of Bandello, which seems to have 
been founded on fact. Buondelmonte, of one of the principal fa¬ 
milies in Florence, is betrothed to one of the Amadei. A widow 
of the family of the Donati, ambitious to match her daughter to 
him, puts her in his way, and be is immediately so struck with her 
beauty, as to forget his pre-contract, and to marry her; in conse¬ 
quence of which he is murdered by the two great families, the 
Uberti and Amadei, 

The Triumph of Time is a moral masque, which was a favourite 
species of composition in the reign of James I. It may claim as 
much encomium as most pieces of a similar description, while it 
participates in their absolute want of interest, and the other de¬ 
fects which such personifications of the virtues and vices uniform¬ 
ly exhibit. 



DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 


Emanuel, king of Portugal^ 

T \spectatorsoftheplayat 

Isabella, his queen, f P .Miationofthe 

Frigoso, courtier, I 

Rinaldo, his acquaintance^ J 

Poet, Lords, Attendants, Spectators. 


5Ci;iVE—Lisbon. 


The Triumph of Honour. 

Martius, a Roman general. 

Valerius, his brother. 

^oifhocXe^i duke of Athens. 

Nicodemus, a cowardly corporal. 

Cornelius, a wittol sutler. 

Captains. 

Diana. 

Dorigen, Sophocles's wife^ the example of chastity. 
Florence, wife to Cornelius. 

SCENE —Athens and the adjoining Country, 


The Triumph of Lodc. 

Cupid. 

Rinaldo, duke of Milan. 

RaTutho, } *"■'* of Milan. ' 

A1 h ’ ^ disguised under the names of Gerrard, 

A r* Ferdinand^ sons of the duke, supposed 

Ascaniu, ^ to be lost. 

Friar, Secretary, Guard, States, Executioners. 
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Angelina, wife to Bemoglio. 

Violante, her daughter^ GerrardCs mistrc'ss. 
Dorothea, Violantds attendants 
Cornelia, the obscured duchess. 

SCENE— 


The Triumph of Death. 
Duke of Anjou. 

La vail, his lustful heir. 

Marine, to Hellena. 

Gen til le, a courtier ^father to Peroloi. 
Perolot, contracted to Gahriella, 

Two Gentlemen. 

A Spirit. 

Shalloone, servant to LavalL 

Gabriella, the despised wife of LavalL 
Hellena, his second wife. 

Casta, daughter to Gentille. 

' Maria, a servant attending on Gabriella. 

SCENE— 


The Triumph of Time. 

Jupiter. 

Simplicity. 

Mercury. 

Humility. 

Plutus. 

Fame. 

lime. 

Industry. 

Atropos. 

The Arts. 

Desire. 

Labour. 

Vain-Delight. 

Craft. 

Bounty. 

Lucre. 

Poverty. 

Vanity. 

Honesty. 

Indians. 



FOUR PLAYS, 

OR 

MORAL REPRESENTATIONS; 

IN ONE* 


INDUCTION.* 

Lisbon, A State-Room in the Palace, with a Throne 
and Scaffolds, crowded with Spectators, ' 


Enter Frigoso, [Noise within.] 

Fri, Away with those bald-pated rascals there! 
their wits are bound up in vellum ; they are not 
current here. Down with those city gentlemen !* 

* The editors of 1750 and 1778, preferring to the very end of 
their labours the most iinmetrical verse to good prose, have cut 
down every prose speech in this play into a certain number of lines, 
the most uncouth which have ever been exhibited. 

* Down with those city gentlemen ! &c.] I do not know what 
the <5’C* here alludes to. Perhaps it was left to the discretion of 
the actor to add similar exclamations according to his own dis- , 
cretion. Cuckolds in the next line is not to be found in the old 
folio, but a bar only indicates the omission of the word. So again 
Erigoso’s answer farther on is thus exhibited “ No, by my —— 
<lo I not." To such an extent was the delicacy of the licensers car¬ 
ried ; and so ludicrous was the contrast betwixt the gross impro- 
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Out with those cuckolds, I say, and in with theii 
wives at the back door —Worship and place, I am 
weary of ye; ye lie on my shoulders like a load of 
gold on an ass’s back. A man in authority is but 
as a candle in the wind, sooner wasted or blown 
out than under a bushel.—How now! What’s the 
matter ?—who are you, sir ? 

Enter Rinaldo. 

I 

Em. Who am I, sir ? Why, do you not know me ? 

Fri. No, by my faith, do I not. 

Rin. I am sure we dined together to-day. 

Fri. That’s all one : as I dined with you in the 
city, and as you paid for my dinner there, I do know 
you. and am beholding to you : but as my mind 
is since transmigrated into my oificc, and as you 
come to court to have me pay you again, and be 
beholding to me, I know you not, I know you 
not I 

Rin. Nay, but look you, sir ! 

Fri, Pardon me! If you had been my bedfel- 


prieties they were compelled to retain, and the harmless expletives 
they thought themselves compelled to expunge ! 

3 Out with those cuckolds, I say, and in with their wives at th-i 
back dooT.I This was the common practice at the couri-masques 
in King James's time, and of course led to the most gross debauch¬ 
eries. See A Wife for a Month, vol. VIII. p. 173. In Sir Ed¬ 
ward Peyton’s Divine Catastrophe of the Stuarts, he thus repre¬ 
hends the disgraceful consequences produced by these pract ces ; 

“These bawdy transactions, as in a prospective glass, may bring 
nearer to our memories the fashion of Charles hi.s reigiic, how sin 
was hatched from an egg to a dragon, to devour holiness of life ; 
insomuch, that the masks and plays at Whitehall weic used onely 
for incentives to lust: therefore, the Courtiers invited the citizens 
wives to those shews on purpose to defile ih m in such sort. There 
is not a lobby nor chamber (if it could speak) but would verify 
this." From the present and other old plays, it is however evident 
that the origin of the custom was not to be charged to King 
Charles’s court, as it was equally prevalent in that of King James. 
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low these seven years, and lent me money to buy 
my [dace, I must not transgress principles: this 
very talking with you is an ill example. 

Rin. Pisii! You are too punctual a courtier, 
sir 1 Why, I am a courtier too ; yet never under¬ 
stood the place or name to be so infectious to hu¬ 
manity and manners, as to cast a man into a burn¬ 
ing pride and arrogance, for which there is no 
•cure. I am a courtier, and yet I will know my 
friends, I tell you. 

Fri And I tell you, you will thrive according* 
ly, I warrant you. 

Uin. Put, hark you, signor Frigoso ? you shall 
first understand, 1 have no friends with me to 
trouble you. 

Fri. Humh ! that’s a good motive. 

Rin. Nor to borrow money of you. 

Fri. That’s an excellent motive. 

Rin. No, my sweet don, nor to ask what you 
owe me. 

Fri. Why, that is the very motive of motives 
why I ought and will know thee: and if I had not 
wound thee up to this promise, I would not have 
known thee these fifteen years, no more than the 
arraiitest or most foundered Castilian that follow¬ 
ed our new queen’s carriages a-foot. 

Rin. Nor for any thing, dear don, but that you 
would place me conveniently to see the play to¬ 
night. 

Fri. That shall I, signor Rinaldo. But would 
you had come sooner : You see how full the scaf¬ 
folds are! there is scant room for a lover’s thought 
here.—Gentlewomen, sit close, for shame ! Has 
none of ye a little corner for this gentleman?— 
I’ll place you, fear not. And how did our brave 
king of Portugal, Emanuel, bear himself to-day ? 
You saw the solemnity of the marriage. 



FOUR PLAYS IN ONE. 


12 


Rin, Why, like a fit husband for so gracious 
and excellent a princess, as his worthy mate Isa¬ 
bella, the king of Castile’s daughter, doth, in her 
very external lineaments, mixture of colours, and 
joining dove-like behaviour, assure herself to be. 
And I protest, my dear don, seriously, I can sing 
prophetically nothing but blessed hymns, and hap¬ 
py occasions to this sacred union^ of Portugal and 
Castile, which have so wisely and mutually con¬ 
joined two such virtuous and beautiful princes as 
these are ; and, in all opinion, like to multiply to 
their very last minute. 

Fi'i. The king is entering: Signor, hover here¬ 
about, and as soon as the train is set, clap into me; 
we’ll stand near the state. If you have any cre¬ 
ditors here, they shall renew bonds a twelvemonth 
on such a sight: But to touch the pomcl of the 
king’s chair, in the sight of a citizen, is better se¬ 
curity for a thousand double ducats, than three of 
the best merchants in Lisbon. Besides, signor, we 
will censure, not only the king in the ])lay here, 
that reigns his two hours, but the king himseltj 
that is to rule his life-time. Take my counsel!— 
I have one word to say to this noble assembly, and 
I am for you. 

Rhu Your method shall govern me. 

Fri Prohglies are hushitrs bare before the wise f 
IVhy may not then an huskier prologuise ? 


^ 1 can sing prophetically nothing but blessed hymns, and happy 
©ccasions to this sacred union.] It occasions be the iiylit word, it 
must meun consequences; but 1 suspect that we ought to lead 
Orisons .— h^ftson. 

Maj-on's explanation is right; his amendment needless, and even 
ahsuid ; for how could o/zaw/s suit the blessed union between Por¬ 
tugal and Castile? 

* Pcobtgucs arc hud huishrrs before the If prologues are 

had huishcrs, how does the consequence follow, that thcrelore an 
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Here's a fair sight; and were ye qftner seen 
Thus gather'd herCy 'tzvould please our king and 
queen. 

Upon my conscience, ye are welcome all 
To Lisbon, and the court of Porlugal; 

Where your fair eyes shall feed on no worse sights 
Than preparations made for kings' delights. 

JVe wish to men cotitent, the manliest treasure ; 
And to the womeUy their own wish'd~for pleasure ! 

[Flourish. 

Enter Emanuel Isabella, and take their Seat 
on the Throne s Lords, and Attendants. 

Eman. Fair fountain of niy life, from whose 
pure streams 

The propagation of two kingdoms flows, 

Never contention rise in eirher’s breast, 

Eut contestation whose love shall be best! 

Isab. Majestic ocean, that with plenty feeds 
Me, thy poor tributary rivulet; 

Sun of niy beauty, that with radiant beams 
Dost gild and dance upon these humble streams; 
Cursed be my birth-hour, and my ending day. 
When back your love-floods 1 forget to pay! 

Or if this breast of mine, your crystal brook, 
Ever take other form in, other look 
But >ours, or e’er produce unto your grace 
A strange reflection, or another’s face, 

But be your love-book clasp’d, open’d to none] 
But you, nor hold a story, but your own; 


huisher or V slioulH prologuise ? I believe bad a corruption, 
and that we should read but, which renders the whole easy and 
j n te 11 1 gi b le.— Hcward. 

The piesi nt text is from the first edition. Bare seems used in 
the hcnse of but, or mere. It is also sense, in the acceptation of 
uncovered, in this place.-—Ed. 1778. 
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A water fix’d, that ebbs nor floods pursue, 

Frozen to all, only dissolved to you ! 

Email. Oh, who shall tell the sweetness of our 
love 

To future times, and not be thought to lie? 

I look through this hour like a perspective, 

And far off see millions of prosperous seeds, 

That our reciprocal alFection breeds. 

Thus my white rib,*^ close in my breast with me, 
Which nought shall tear hence, hut mortality ! 

Lords. Be kingdoms blest in you, you blest in 
them ! j Flourish. 

FrL Whist ! signor ! My strong imagination 
shews me Love, methinks. harhing in milk and 
wine in her cheeks. Oh, how she clips him, like 
a plant of ivy ! 

Jim. Ay; could not you be content to he an 
owl in such an ivy-bush, or one of the oaks of the 
city, to he so dipt ? 

Fri Equivocal don, though I like the clipping 
well, I could not be content either to he your 
owl, or your ox of the city.—The play begins. 

[Flourish. 


Enter a Poet with a Garland. 

Poet Prologue. Low at your sacred feet our poor 
muse lays 

Her, and her thunder fear less verdant bays. 

Four several Triumphs to your princely eyes, 

Of Honour, Love, Death, and lime, do rise 

^ My white n6.] White was a very general epithet of endear¬ 
ment. So in The Return from Parnassus, Amorclto’s page says, 
“ When he returns. I'll tell twenty admirable hes of his hawk: 
and then I shall be his little rogue, his whi te villain, for a whole 
wt'tfk after.” 

\ 
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From our approaching subject; which we move 
Towards you with fear, since that a sweeter love, 

A brighter honour, purer chastity, 

March in your breasts this day triumphantly, 
Than our weak scenes can shew : Tfien how dare we 
Present, like apes and zanies, things that be 
Exemplified in you, but that we know 
We ne'er craved grace which you did hot bestofw? 


THE 

TRIUMPH OF HONOUR. 

SCENE I. 


Before the Walls of Athens, 


Enter in Triumph with Drums, Trumpets, Colours, 
Marti us, Valerius, Sophocles bound, Nico- 
DEMus, Cornelius, Captains, and Soldiers, 

Mar. M hat means proud Sophocles ? 

Soph. To go even with Marti us, 

And not to follow him like his officer : 

I nev^ waited yet on any man. 

Mar, Why, poor Athenian duke, thou martyr 
slave; 
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My blows have conquer’d thee. 

Soph. Thy slave, proud Martius ? 

Cato thy countryman (whose constancy, 

Of all the Romans, I did honour most) 

Ripp’d himself twice to avoid slavery, 

Making himself his own anatomy. 

But look thee, Martius ; not a vein runs here 
From head to foot, but Sophocles would unseam, 
and. 

Like a spring-garden,’ shoot his scornful blood 
Into their eyes, durst come to tread on him. 

As for thy blows, they did not conquer me : 
Seven battles have I met thee face to face, 

And given thee blow for blow, and wound for 
wound. 

And, till thou taught’st me,* knew not to retire: 


’ Not a vein runs here 

From head to foot, but Sophocles would unseam, and 
Like a spring-gardeo, shoot his scornful blood 
Into their eyes^ durst come to tread on himj\ The last editors, 
Jiot comprehending the meaning of this passage, propose to amend 
it, by reading spring-gun, instead of spring-garden ; but they en¬ 
tirely mistake the allusion. It was the fashion formerly in im¬ 
provements where there was a command of watci, to convey it in 
pipes in such* a manner, that, when you trod on a particular spot, 
the water played upon you, and wet you severely: These were 
called spring-gardens. And I remember to have seen one at 
Chatsworth, about five-and-twenty years ago, which has probably 
given place by this time to more modern and elegant decorations; 
such practical jokes being no longer in fashion. Spring-garden, 
which formerly made part of St James’s Park, was probably a 
garden of this kind. It is to this that Sophocles alludes. Spring- 
!;uns would be a strange anachronism, and destroy both metre and 
ensc, Paul Hentzner, who visited England in in his de- 

icription of Nonsuch, the villa of Henry VIII., says, “ There is, 
resides, another pyramid of marble full of concealed pipes, which 
pout upon all who come within their reach."-rMason, 

Such fopperies are still to be seen in continental gardcKB. 

* Thou taught'st ?we.] The context seems to require VA’ij.tmght 
H€f or words to that cllcct.—Ed, 1778. This, is a most needless 
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Thy sword was then as bold, thy arm as strong; 
Thy blows then, Martins, cannot conquer me. 
Val. What is it then ? 

Soph, Fortune. 

Val. Why, yet in that 

Thou art the worse man, and must follow him. 
Soph, Young sir, you err: If Fortune could be 
call’d 

Or his, or yours, or mine, in good or evil. 

For any certain space, thou hadst spoke truth; 
Rut she but jests with man, and in mischance 
Abhors all constancy, flouting him still 
With some small touch of good, or seeming good. 
Midst of his mischief; which vicissitude 
Makes him strait doff his armour, and his fence 
He had prepared before, to break her strokes. 

So from the very zenith of her wheel, 

When she has dandled some choice favourite. 
Given him his boons in women, honour, wealth, 
And all the various delicacies of earth, 

That the fool scorns the gods in his excess. 

She whirls, and leaves him at th’ Antipodes. 

Mar, Art sure we have taken him ? is this So¬ 
phocles ? 

His fetter’d arms say, no; his free soul, ay.® 


altoration. Sophocles says simply, ** I never knew how to retire 
till I learnt it by thy example.” 

^ His fettered arms saj/, no ; his free souh ay.] Mason says ive 
should transpose the afhrmative and the negative in this line, he* 
cause the question asked by Martius is, Whether he is a captive or 
not i But the text is capable of receiving the following very poeti¬ 
cal explanation, furnished by a friend, which proves the propriety 
of it at once: Is this Sophocles? the illustrious Sophocles^ 
this ! the enslaved being before me!—-Regarding his fetters only, 
I should say—No. This captive cannot be the hero. But when I 
regard his “ fiee soul,” I hear itproclaim, Ay ! Spite of his chains 
and captivity, he, whose great soul looks down upon chains and 
captivity, is indeed Sophocles, is indeed the hero whom outward 
' vents cannot alter or affect.” 


vor. X I, 
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This Athens nurseth arts as well as arms. 

Soph, Nor glory, Martins, in this day of thine ! 
’Tis behind yesterday, but before to-morrow; 
Who knows what Fortune then will do with thee? 
She never yet could make the better man, 

The better chance she has : The man that’s best 
She still contends with, and doth favour least. 

Mar, Methinks, a graver thunder than the skies 
Breaks from his lips : 1 am amazed to hear; 

And Athens’ words, more than her swords, do fear. 

[Aside, 

Slave Sophocles- 

Soph. Martins,* couldst thou acquire 

' Soph. MartivSislave Sophoclcs^couldstthou A trans¬ 

position here has rendered this absolute darkness. Martius being 
struck with admiration at Sophocles's intrepidity, is resolved to put 
it to a farther trial by scoffs and insults; he therefore begins with 
calling him slave^ as the answer evidently shews. There is there¬ 
fore scarce doubt of the true reading being as the text is now re¬ 
formed, making the first part of the speech spoke aside, and then, 

Slave Sophocles, 

Soph. Martius, couldst thou acquire, S^c. 

But there is, 1 believe, a great corruption still remaining in the 
word acquire, to acquire to gather is bad English ; besides, as the 
sentence stands, the acquisition precedes the prayers, 'Tis there¬ 
fore most probable that the true word is aspire, which seems clear 
of all objections.—<Sen;ardf. 

Acquire is, in our opinion, preferable.—Ed. 1778. 

Seward's transposition is self-evident, but there can be no ob¬ 
jection to the word acywiVe. Mason wishes to retain this word, 
but to make two trifling alterations, reading wouldst thou in the 
first line of the speech, and together in the fourth. But the pre¬ 
sent text is no more involved than many other passages in these 
plays. In the folios, the seCond and third lines are inclosed in 
parentheses, which, though they cannot be retained, prove the pro¬ 
priety of the text. The meaning may be thus explained with lit¬ 
tle alteration of the words—*' Couldst thou acquire, by prayers 
to thy Roman gods, and did they love thy prayers and solemn sa¬ 
crifice, so as to grant thy suit, to gather all the valour of the 
Csesars thy predecessors, as well as successors, and to ffiug it ou 
thee collectively, thou couldst," ficc- 
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And did thy Roman gods so love thy prayers 
And solemn sacrifice, to grant thy suit 
To gather all the valour of the Cssars 
Thy predecessors, and what is to come, 

And by their influence fling it on thee now, 

Thou couldst not make my mind go less,* not pare 
With all their swords one virtue from my soul: 
How am I vassafd then ? make such thy slaves. 

As dare not keep their goodness past their graves. 
Know, general, we two are chances on 
The die of Fate; now.thrown,.thy six is up, 

And my poor one beneath thee; next, thy throw’ 
May set me upmost, andicast thee below. 

Mar. Yet will I try thee more: Calamity 

\ Aside. 

Is man’s true touchstone^—Listen, insolent prince, 
That darest contemn the master of thy life, 

Which I will force here Tore thy city-walls 
With barbarous cruelty, and call thy wife 

To see it, and then after send her- 

Soph. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Mar, And then demolish Athens to the ground, ' 
Depopulate her, fright away her fame. 

And leave succession neither stone nor name. 

Soph. Ha, ha, ha! 

Mar. Dost thou deride me ? 

Vai. Kneel! ask Martius 
For mercy, Sophocles, and live happy still! 

Soph. Kneel, and ask mercy ? Roman, art a god ? 

I never kneel’d, or begg’d, of any else. 

Thou art a fool! and 1 will lose no more 
Instructions on thee, now I find thy ears 
Are foolish, like thy tongue. [Soiemn music. 


'* C>o less,"] That is, become less, be valued at less. 
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Enter Dor i gen, Ladies bearing a Sword, 

My Dorigen! 

Oh, must she see me bound ? 

1 Capt. There’s the first sigh 

He breathed since he was born, I think. 

2 Capt. Forbear, 

All but the lady his wife! 

Soph. How my lieart chides 
The manacles of my hands, that let them not 
Embrace my Dorigen ! 

Val. Turn but thy face, 

And ask thy life of Martins thus, and thou, 

With thy fair wife, shalt live ; Athens shall stand. 
And all her privileges augmented be. 

Soph. ’Twere better Athens perish’d, and my wife 
(Which, Romans, I do know a worthy one,) 

Than Sophocles should shrink of Sophocles, 
Commit prophane idolatry, by giving 
The reverence due to gods to thee, blown man * 
Mar. Rough, stubborn cynic ! 

Soph. Thou art rougher far, 

And of a coarser wale,’ fuller of pride, 

Less temperate to bear prosperity. 

Thou seest my mere neglect hath raised in thee 
A storm more boist’rous than the ocean’s ; 

My virtue, Patience, makes thee vicious. 

Mar. Why, fair-eyed lady, do you kneel ? 

Dor. Great general, 

Victorious, godlike Martins, your poor handmaid 
Kneels, for her husband will not, cannot; speaks 
Thus humbly, that he may not. Listen, Roman * 
Thou whose advanced front doth speak thee Roman 
To every nation, and whose deeds assure it! 


» Wale.] Web, Sax. 
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Behold a princess, whose declining head, 

Like to a drooping lily after storms, 

Bows to thy feet, and playing here the slave. 

To keep her husband’s greatness unabated ; 

All which doth make thy conquest greater! For, 
If he be base in aught whom thou hast taken, 
Then Martins hath but taken a base prize: 

But if this jewel hold lustre and value, 

Martins is richer then in that he hath won. 

Oh, make him such a captive as thyself 
Unto another wouldst, great captain, be ! 

Till then, he is no prisoner fit for thee. 

Mar. Valerius, here is harmony would have 
brought 

Old crabbed Saturn to sweet sleep, when Jove 
Bid first incense him with rebellion ! 

Athens doth make women philosophers; 

And sure their children chat the talk of gods^ 

Val. Rise, beauteous Dorigen ! 

Dor. Not until I know 
The general’s resolution. 

Val. One soft word 

From Sophocles would calm him into tears. 

Like gentle showers after tempestuous winds. 

Dor. To buy the world he will not give a word, 
A look, a tear, a knee, ’gainst his own judgment, 
And the divine composure of his mind : 

All which I therefore do; and here present 
This victor’s wreath, this rich Athenian sword, 
Trophies of conquest, which, great Martius, wear, 
And be appeased ! Let Sophocles still live! 

Mar. He would not live. 

Dor. He would not beg to live ; 

When he shall so forget, then I begin 
To command, Martius; and when he kneels, 
Dorigen stands; when he lets fall a tear, 

I dry mine eyes, and scorn him^ 
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Mar. Scorn him now then, 

Here in the face of Athens and thy friends !— 
Self-will’d, stiff Sophocles, prepare to die, 

And by that sword thy lady honoured me, 

With which herself shall follow.—Romans, friends. 
Who dares but strike this stroke, shall part with me 
Half Athens, and my half of victory. 

Capt. By Heaven, not we ! 

JVic. Corn. We two will do it, sir. 

Soph. Away, ye fish-faced rascals ! 

Val. Martius, 

To eclipse this great eclipse labours thy fame 
Valerius thy brother shall for once 
Turn executioner : Give me the sword.— 

Now, Sophocles, I’ll strike as suddenly 
As thou darest die. 

Soph. Thou canst not! and, Valerius, 

Tis less dishonour to thee thus to kill me, 

Than bid me kneel to Martius: Tis to murder 
The fame of living men,* when great ones do 

• To eclipse this great eclipse labours thy fame. This is so ob¬ 
scure, that many readers may think it requires an explication. 
The sense seems to be—Sophocles whilst he lives will be a great 
ccIip'C to thy fame, and thy fame is now labouring to eclipse him 
in thy turn, theiefore thy brother shall be his executioner.—Sc- 
uard. 

A more plausible explanation is given by Mason in the fol¬ 
lowing words;—“ Martius, to dispel this great ecli))se, which 
obscures thy fame, I, thy brother, will [for once] act the part of 
an executioner,” 

^ ——-'2Vi to murder 

The fame of living men, which great ones do ; 

Their studies strangle, poison makes away, 

The wretched hangman only ends the plaif.'^ Though false 
pointings have lendered this quite dark, yet if the printers have 
not made some mistake that I cannot discover, the poet himself 
was very obscure, and however proper thc'ientiment, 'tis certainly 
ill expressed. By making the fust part of the hentcnce end at 
strangle^ the following sense may be deduced from it: To make 

9 
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Their studies strangle; poison makes away, 

The wretched hangman only ends the play. 

VaL Art thou prepared ? 

Soph. Yes, I 

VaL Bid thy wife farewell! 

Soph. No; I will take no leave!—My Dorigen, 
Yonder above, ’bout Ariadne’s crown, 

My spirit shall hover for thee; pr’ythee haste I 
Dor. Stay, Sophocles! with this tie up my sight; 
Let not soft Nature so transformed be 
(And lose her gentler-sex’d humanity) 

their fellow-creatures kneel to them, as great men frequently do, 
is worse than murdering them ; it renders them servile and slavish, 
debases them below the dignity of their nature, murders therefore 
their fame, and fetters and strangles their studies^ i, e. the free ex¬ 
ertions of their rational faculties. Whereas poison makes away or 
destroys a man without injuring his fiime, or diminishing the dig¬ 
nity of his soul; and the wretched despicable hangman only puts 
an end to the part we act upon the stage of this world. This sen¬ 
timent is continued and improved in Sophecles's next speech upon 
death.— Seward. 

Probably we should point, 

-—— which great ones do 

Their studies strangle, 

The^ense is, “ You will dishonour me less by killing me, than 
bidding me kneel to Marti us. Great men exert themselves to 
murder the fame of the living; which is greater cnielw than poi¬ 
son or hanging, which but concludes our misery." The expres¬ 
sion, however, in any sense, is certainly obscure,—Ed, 1778. 

1 should read, 

*Tis to murder 

The fame o/living men, when great Unes do 
Their studies strangle^ See, 

and the meaning may possibly be this: That when great men, by 
their power, force others to depart from the principles they have 
formed, from their studies, they destroy their fame. The passage, 
however, whatever the meaning of it may be, is very obscurely ex¬ 
pressed ; of the present reading I can make no sense.—ilfo^on. 

The reader is here left in possession of all the comments which 
have been offered on this passage; and. as Mason's seems to be the 
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To make me see my lord bleed !—So ! ’tis well; 
Never one object underneath tlie sun 
Will I behold before my Sophocles. 

Farewell! Now teach the Romans how to die. 
Mur. Dost know what ’tis to die ? 

^oph. Thou dost not, Martins, 

And therefore not what ’tis to live. To die 
Is to begin to live,: It is to end 
An old stale weary work, and to commence 
A newer and a better : ’Tis to leave 
Deceitful knaves, for the society 
Of gods and goodness : Thou thyself must part 
At last from all thy garlands, pleasures, triumphs. 
And prove thy fortitude, what then ’twill do. 

Val. But art not grieved nor vexed to leave life 
thus ? 

Soph. Why should I grieve or vex for being sent 
To them I. ever loved best?—Now I’ll kneel; 

But with m}^ back toward thee. ’Tis the last duty 
This trunk can do the gods. 

Mar. Strike, strike, Valerius, 

Or Martins’ heart will leap out at his mouth ! 
Tins is a man ; a woman ! Kiss thy lord, 

And live with all the freedom you were wont. 
Oh, Love! thou doubly hast afflicted me, 

With virtue and with beauty\ Treacherous heart, 
My hand shall cast thee quick into my urn. 

Ere thou transgress this knot of piety. 

Val. What ails my brother? 

Soph. Martins, oh, Martins I 
TJiou now hast found a way to conquer me. 

Dor. Oh, star of Rome, what gratitude can speak 


most judicious, his variation has been adopted. I cannot, how¬ 
ever, tliink any explanation sati>tuctory, and am very much in¬ 
clined to buspect ttie loss of a Iiiu', an accident which has frequent¬ 
ly occurred in modern as well as ancient presses. 
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Fit words to follow such a deed as this ? 

Mar, Doth Juno talk, or Dorigcn ? 

Val. You are observed. 

Mar, This admirable duke, Valerius, [Apart, 
AVith his disdain of fortune, and of death, 
Captived himself, hath captivated me; 

And though my. arm hath ta’en his body here, 
His soul hath subjugated Martins’ soul ; 

By Romulus, he is all soul, I think! 

He hath no flesh, and spirit cannot be gyv’d ; 
Then we have vanquish’d nothing; he is free, 
And Martius walks now in captivity. 

Soph, How fares the noble Roman ? 

31 ar. A¥hy? 

Dor. Your blood 

Is sunk down to your heart, and your bright eyes 
Have lost their splendour. 

Mar. Baser fires go out 
When the sun shines on ’em.—I am not well; 

An apoplectic lit I use to have,® 

After my heats in war carelessly cool’d. 

Soph, Martius shall rest in Athens with his 
friends. 

Till this distemper leave him. Oh, great Roman ! 
Sec Sophocles do that for thee he could not 
Do for himself, weep. Martius, by the gods, 

It grieves me that so brave a Jsoul should suffer 

* An apoplectic Jit.'} Whether there is any lesser degree of the 
apoplexy that does not deprive a man of his Senses, I am not phy¬ 
sician enough to know; but to make a man accustomed to apo¬ 
plectic fits enis impropt-r, since the third stroke is generally held 
fatal. I rather believe the poets wrote epileptic^ a distemper that 
Shakspeare from histoiy gives to two very gieat soldiers, Julius 
Cajsar and Henry IV. — Seward. 

Probably our authors wcje.even less acquainted with physical 
terms than Seward. 



2(3 


FOUR PLAYS IN ONE. 


Under the body’s weak infirmity.-^ 

Sweet lady, take him to thy loving charge, 

And let thy care be tender. 

Dor, Kingly sir, 

I am your nurse and servant. ■ 

Mar. Oh, dear lady; 

My mistress, nay, my deity! Guide me, Heaven! 
Ten wreaths triumphant Martius will give, 

To change a Martius for a Sophocles: 

Can it not be done, Valerius, with this bootr^ 
Inseparable affection, ever thus 
Colleague with Athens Rome! 

Dor, Beat warlike tunes, 

Whilst Dorigen thus honours Martius’ brow 
With one victorious wreath more ! 

Soph. And Sophocles 

Thus girds his sword of conquest to his thigh, 
Which ne’er be drawn, but cut out victory ! 
Lords, .For ever be it thus! 

[Exeunt all but Cornelius awaf Nicodemus. 
Corn. Corporal Nicodemus, a word with you. 
Nic, My worthy sutler Cornelius, it befits not 
Nicodemus the Roman officer to parley with a fel¬ 
low of thy rank; the affairs of the empire are to 
be occupied. 

Corn, Let the affairs of the empire lie awhile 
unoccupied! Sweet Nicodemus, I do require the 
money at thy hands, which thou dost owe me; 
and if fair means cannot attain, force of arms shall 
accomplish. [Draxvs, 

Nic, Put up, and live. 

Corn. 1 have put up too much already, thou 
corporal of concupiscence; for I suspect thou hast 

* With this boot.] t. e. With this advantage in exchange.—^ 
Ed. 1778. 
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dishonoured my flock-bed, and with thy foolish 
eloquence, and that bewitching face of thine, 
drawn my wife, the young harlotry baggage, to 
prostitute herself unto thee. Draw, therefore; 
for thou shalt find thyself a mortal corporal! 

Nic, Stay thy dead-doing hand, and hear; I will 
rather descend from my honour, and argue these 
contumelies with thee, than clutch thee (poor fly) 
in these eaglet claws of mine ;• or draw my sword' 
of fate on a peasant, a besognio,* a cocoloch,* as 
thou art. Thou shalt first understand this foolish 
eloquence, and intolerable beauty of mine (both 
which, I protest, are merely natural) are the gifts 
of the gods, with which I have neither sent bawdy 
sonnet, nor amorous glance, or (as the vulgar call 
it) sheep’s eye to thy betrothed Florence. 

Corn, Thou liest! 

Me. Oh, gods of Rome, was Nicodemus born 
To bear these braveries from a poor provant? 


® Than dutch thee {poor Jlp) in these eaglet —— of mine.'] I 
cannot account for thi!> omisbion in the old folios: Claws is the 
silent conjectural reading of Seward, and certainly makes sense; 
but 1 suspect the original word was one which the licenser of the 
stage would not suffer to stand. 

9 Besognio.] A very usual word of contempt in old authors, 
borrowed from the Spanish; meaning a recruit, a raw soldier. 
So in Massinger's Maid of Honour: 

-“ There was not 

So coy a beauty in the town, but would 
For half a mouldy biscuit sell herself 
To a poor bisogmotiy and without shrieking." 

* A cocoloch.] Cotgrave explains coqueluche, ** a hood; alse, 
the coqueluchoe, a new disease which troubled the French about 
the years 1510 and 1537 ; and us but a while ago'* Cotgrave’s 
Diet. 10'11, fol. Hence probably the word in the text became 
proverbial for a poor diseased wretch. 
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Vet when dogs bark, or when the asses bray, 
The lion laughs; not roars, hut goes his way. 

Corn. A poxo’your poetical vein! this versifying 
i]iy wife, has hornified me. Sweet corporal Cod’s- 
head, no more standing on your punctilios and 
punkettos of honour, they are not worth a louse; 
the truth is, thou art the general’s bigamy, that 
is, his fool, and his knave; thou art miscreant 
and recreant; not an horse-boy in the legions, 
but has beaten thee; thy beginning was knap¬ 
sack, and thy ending will be halter-sack.* 

A'/c. Methinks 1 am now Sophocles the wise, 
and thou art Martius the.mad. 

Corn. No more of your tricks, good corporal 
Leather-chops! I say, thou hast dishonour’d me ; 
and since honour now-a-days is only repaired by 
money, pay me, and I am satisfied; even reckon¬ 
ing keeps long friends. 

Nic. Let us continue friends then, for I have 
been even with thee a long time; and though I 
have not paid thee, I have paid thy wife. 

Corn. Flow forth, my tears I thou hast defiower- 
ed her, Tarquin ! the garden of my deliglit, hedg¬ 
ed about, in which there was but one bowling- 
alley for mine own private procreation, thou hast, 
like a thief in the night, leaped the hedge, enter¬ 
ed my alley, and without my privity played thine 
own rubbers. 

AVc. How long shall Patience thus securely 
snore? 

Is it my fault, if these attractive eyes, 


* And ihif ending uill be halter-sack.] Halter-sack, with the 
same sense as gallon's bird, has occurred in another ul these plays, 
Seward would read halter-sick ! 
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This budding chin, or rosy-coloured cheek, 

This comely body, and this waxen leg. 

Have drawn her into a fools paradise? 

By Cupid’s godhead I do swear (no other*) 

She’s chaster far than Lucrece, her grandmother; 
Pure as glass-window, ere the rider dash it,* 
Whiter than lady’s smock, when she did wash it; 
For well thou wot’st (though now my heart’s com¬ 
mand ress) 

I once was free, and she but the camp’s laundress. 

Corn. Ay; she then came sweet to me; no part 
about her but smelt of soap-suds; like a dryad 
out of a wash-bowl.* Pray, or pay I 
Nic. Hold! 

Corn. Was thy cheese mouldy, or thy penny¬ 
worths small ?—Was not thy ale the mightiest of 
the earth in malt, and thy stupe® fill’d like a tide? 
was not thy bed soft, and thy bacon fatter than 
a dropsy ? Come, sir ! 

Nic. Mars then inspire me with the fencing skill 
Of our tragedian actors ! Honour pricks ; 


3 h\j Cupid's - I do swear {no other).'] This hiatus was pro¬ 

perly lilled up the last editors, Seward would read, 

By Cupid's bow {I do swear by no other^) 

^ Ere the rider dash it.] Unless dash is here used in the sense 
of splash with dirt, this passage seems unintelligible.—Jleed. 

The explanation is obvious. Dash may stand as well as splash 
in the text. 

3 Like a dryad out of a wash-bowl.] This was probably a design¬ 
ed mistake of dryad for naiad; and therefore Mr Sympson, who 
quarrels witii the printer for making the author talk so improper¬ 
ly, seems to be angry without reason. It is not the author, but 
Cornelius talks nonsense.— 

<5 Stupe.] The same as stoop, a vessel to hold drink, which Mason 
would substitute. “ A stoop, or stowp, a pot fastened in the eailh, 
Voin the Latin stupa."-^Hau's North ,Country ICords, 
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And, sutler, now I come with thwacks and thwicks. 
Grant us one crush, one pass, and now a high la- 
valto fall; 

Then up again, now down again, yet do no harm 
at all! [Thei/ figitt. 


Enter Florence. 

Flor. Oh, that ever I was born! why, gentle¬ 
men ! ’ 

Corn» Messaline of Rome; away, disloyal con¬ 
cubine ! I will be deafer to thee than thou art to 
others : I will have my hundred drachmas he owes 
me, thou arrant whore! 

Flor. I know he is an hundred drachmas o’ the 
score; but what o’ that ? no bloodshed, sweet 
Cornelius ! Ob, my heart! o* my conscience, ’tis 
fallen thorow the bottom of my belly ! Oh, my 
sweet Didymus, if either .of ye miskill one ano¬ 
ther, what will become of poor Florence ? pacify 
yourselves, I pray ! 

Corn. Go to ! my heart’s not stone; I am not 
marble; dry your eyes, Florence!— [Aside.l The 
scurvy ape’s face knows my blind side well enough. 
—Leave your puling: will this content you ? let 
him taste thy nether lip ; which, in sign of amity, 
I thus take off again. Go thy ways, and provide 
the cow’s udder.® 


7 Gent.] This is the almost universal abbreviation of gentlemen 
in the folios, ami yet the modern editors retain it as a perfect 
word. 

3 Go thy V/ays, and provide the coids udder^"] As all the rest of 
the speech is a burlesque sublimity of style, and the whole was 
easily restored to its droll measure, there is reason to suspect this 
sudden fai) ofslyle and loss of metre to arise from some omissions, 
which, 1 hope, will be restored. There is no particular propriety 
in her providing a cow’s udder rather than any other dish; but sa 
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Nic. Lily of concord 1 —And. now, honest sut¬ 
ler, since I have had proof as well of thy good na¬ 
ture, as of thy wife’s before, I will acquaint thee 
with a project shall fully satisfy thee for thy debt. 
Thoushalt understand, I am shortly to be knighted. 

Corn, The devil thou art! 

Nic. Renounce me else I For the sustenance of 
which worship (which worship many times wants 
sustenance) 1 have here the general’s grant to 
have the leading of two hundred men. 

Co?'n, You jest, you jest! 

Nic. Refuse me else to the pit. 

Corn. Afercy on us ! ha’ you not forgot your¬ 
self? by your swearing, you should be knighted 
already. 

Nic. Damn me, sir, here’s his hand ! Read it. 

Corn. Alas, I cannot. 

Nic. [Aside.^ I know that.—It has pleased the 
general to look upon my service. Now, sir, shall 
you join with me in petitioning for fifty men more, 
in'regard of my arrearages to you; which, if grant¬ 
ed, 1 will bestow the whole profit of those fifty 
men on thee and thine heirs for ever. 

Till Atropos do cut this simple thread. 


milk is the emblem of peace, and she is immediately afterwards 
called Lily ofConcordy there is great humour in celebrating their 
treaty of friendship by a libation of milk to the goddess of Peace, 
I read therefore, 

- —. which, in sign of amity, 

I thus take off^ again. Go thy ways, and 

Provide the friendly juice of the cow’s udder. —Seward. 

Seward to the last labours in the fruitless task of metrifying all 
the prose in his authors into droll measure, forsooth I us if prose 
became any droller for being put into the most rambling and un« 
metrical verse. As to the dish mentioned by Cornelius, it was, as 
Mr Mason observes, no despicable repast for a sutler and al cor¬ 
poral,” and it may be added, that verily superior palates do not 
despise it even in the present day. 
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Corn. No more, dear corporal ! Sir Nicodemus 
that shall be ! I cry your worship’s mercy! • I arh 
your servant, body and goods, moveables and im¬ 
moveables ; use my house, use my wife, use me, 
abuse me, do what you list. 

Nic. A figment is a candied lie : This is an old 
pass. Mark, what follows! {Exeunt~ 


SCENE IL 


A rocky View before the City. 


Enter Martius and two Captains. 

Mar, Pray leave me ! you are Romans, honest 
men; 

Keep me not company ; I am turned knave. 
Have lost my fame and nature. {Exeunt Captains. 

Athens, Athens, 

This Dorigen is thy Palladium ! 

He that will sack thee, must betray her first. 
Whose words wound deeper than her husband's 
sword; 

Her eyes make captive still the conqueror. 

And here they keep her only to that end. 

Oh, subtile devil, what a golden hall 

Hid tempt, when thou didst cast her in my way ‘ 

5 I err) your wishes mercy.^ If this be genuine, the meaning is. 
1 beg pardon of your expectations, in \vhich you arc already a 
knight. Dut it will be more intelligible to read, xoorship’i mercy. 
lie calls him afterwards before Martius, 

His worship Sir Seward, 
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Why, foolish Sophocles, brought'st thou not to field 
Thy lady, that thou might’st have overcome r 
Martius had kneel’d, and yielded all his wreaths 
That hang like jewels on the seven-fold hill, 

And bid Rome send him^out to fight with itien, 
(For that she knew he durst) and not gainst Fate 
Or deities; what mortal conquers them ? 

Insatiate Julius, when his victories 

Had run o’er half the world, had he met her, 

There he had stopp'd the legend of his deeds. 

Laid by his arms, been overcome himself, 

And let her vanquish th’ other half; and Fame 
Made beauteous Dorigen the greater name. 

Shall I thus fall.? I will not! no; my tears, 

Cast on ray heart, shall quench these lawless fires ; 
He conquers best, conquers his lewd desires. 

Enter Dorigen, with Ladies. 


Dor. Great sir, my lord commands me visit you •* 
And thinks your retired melancholy proceeds 
From some distaste of worthless entertainment. 
Will’t please you take your chamber? How d’}^ 
do, sir? 

Mar, [Aside.~\ Lost, lost again ! the wild rage 
of my blood. 

Doth ocean-like o’erflow the shallow shore 
Of my weak virtue; My desire’s a vane, 

That the least breath from her turns every way. 
Dor. What says my lord ? 

Mar, Dismiss 


Your women, pray, and I’ll reveal my grief. 

Dor. Leave me ! [Exeunt Ladies. 

Mar. Long talcs of love (whilst love itself 
Might be enjoy’d) arc languishing delays. 

There is a secret strange lies in my breast, 

I will partake with you, which much concerns 

VOL. XI. c 
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Your lord, yourself, and me. Oh ! 

Dor. Strange secrets, sir, 

Should not be made so cheap to strangers; yet 
If your strange secret do no lower lie 
Than in your breast, discover it. 

Mar. I will. 

Oh! Can you not see it, lady, in my sighs ? 

Dor* Sighs none can paint, and therefore who 
can see ? 

3Iar. Scorn me not, Dorigen, with mocks ! Ah 
cides, 

That master’d monsters, was by beauty tamed; 
Omphale smiled his club out of his hand, 

And made him spin her smocks.—Oh, sweet, Hove 
you ; 

And I love Sophocles; I must enjoy you ; 

And yet I would not injure him. 

Dor, Let go! 

You hurt me, sir! Farewell!—Stay, is this Mar- 
tius r 


I will not tell my lord : He’ll swear I lie ; 

Doubt my fidelity, before thy honour. 

How hast thou vexed the gods, that they would 
let thee 

Thus violate friendship, hospitality, 

And all the bonds of sacred piety ? ^ 

Sure thou but try’st me, out of love to him, 

And wouldst reject me if I did consent. 

Oh, Martius, Martins! wouldst thou in one minute 
Blast all thy laurels, which so many years 
Thou hast been purchasing with blood and sweat? 
Hath Dorigen never been written, read. 

Without the epithet of chaate^ chaste Dorigen, 


3 And all the bounds of sacred piety f] Though this be good 
scnbc, yet as (wnds is the more natural and better word, 1 believe 
it the original.— leeward. 
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And wouldst thou fall upon her chastjty, 

Like a black drop of ink, to blot it out? 

When men shall read the records of thy valour, 
Thy hitherto-brave virtue, and approach 
(Highly content yet) to this foul assault 
Included in this leafj this ominous leaf, 

They shall throw down the book, and read no more, 
Though the best deeds ensue, and all conclude 
Thatravell’d ihy whole story,^ whose sound heart 
(Which should have been) proved the most leprous 
part. 

3Iar. Oh, thou confut’st divinely, and thy words 
Do fall like rods upon me ! but they have 
Such silken lines and silver hooks, that I 
Am faster snared: My love has ta’en such hold, 
That (like two wrestlers) though thou stronger be, 
And hast cast me, I hope to pull thee after: 

I must, or perish. 

Dor, Perish, Martius, then ! 

For I here vow unto the gods, these rocks, 

These rocks we see so fix'd, shall be removed. 
Made champain field, ere I so impious prove, 

To stain my lord’s bed with adulterous love. 


^ — - 7- and all conclude 

That ravelled the vihole storyt whose sound heart 
{Which should have been) proved the most leprous part.1 The 
meaning of this passuge is sufficiently plain; but it is impossible to 
reconcile it to grammar as it stands^ there being no antecedent to 
which the pronoun whose can possibly refer. 1 therefore think it 
necessary to read, 

•— and all conclude 
That ravelled thy whole story, 

whose heart, which should have been the soundest part, proved the 
most leprous.—ilfflso/?. 
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Eiiter Valerius. 

Val. The gods protect fair Dorigen ! 

Dor. Amen! 

From all you wolvish Romans ! [Exit. 

Val. Ha! what’s this? 

Still, brother, in yourmoods ?—Oh, then my doubts 
Are truths. Have at it! I must try a way 
To be resolved. [Aside, 

Mar. How strangely dost thou look I 
What ail’st thou ? 

Val. What ail’st thou ? 

3far. Why, I am mad. 

Val. VVhy, I am madder I—Martius, draw thy 
sword, 

And lop a villain from the earth ; for if 
Thou wilt not, on some tree about this place 
ril hang myself I Valerius shall not live 
To wound his brother’s honour, stain his country^ 
And branded with ingratitude to all times.* 

Mar. For what can all this be ? 

Val. I am in love. 

Mar. Why, so am I.—With whom ? ha ? 

Val. Dorigen. 

Afar. With Dorigen r—How dost thou love hcrf 
speak; 

Val. Even to the heightof lust; and I must have 
her, 

Or else I die. 

Mar. Thou shalt, thou daring traitor. 

On all the confines 1 have rid my horse, 

s And br^t^ed.] Former edition'-. I read, brand it.— Seward. 
BrandetVU bebt: Valerius shall not live branded^ &c.—Ed. 
1778. 
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Was there no other woman for thy choice » 

But Dorigen ? Why, villain, she is mine: 

She makes me pine thus, sullen, mad, and fool; 
Tis I must have her, or I die. 

Fa/. Ob, all ye gods, 

With mercy look on this declining rock 
Of valour and of virtue ! breed not up, 

From infancy, in honour, to full man, 

. As you have done him, to destroy ! Here, strike ! 
For I have only search’d thy wound; dispatch! 
Far, far be such love from Valerius! 

So far, he scorns to live to be call’d brother' 

By liim that dares own such folly and such vice. 
Mar, Tis truth thou speak'st; but I do hate it; 
Peace! 

If Heaven will snatch my sword out of my hand, 
And put a rattle in it, what can I do ? 

He that is destined to be odious 
In his old age, must undergo his fate. 

Enter Cornelius and Nicodemus. 

Cbrn, If you do not back me, I shall never do’t. 
Nic. I warrant you. 

Corn. Humh, humh !—Sir ! my lord ! my lord ! 
Alar. Ha! what’s the matter ? 

Cor'n. Humh !—Concerning the odd fifty, my 
lord, an’t please your generality, his worship Sir 
Nicodemus- 

Alar, What’s here.^ a pass ? you would for Rome ? 
You lubbers! 

Doth one day’s laziness make you covet home ? 
Awaj", ye boarish rogues ! ye dogs, away ! 

[Strikes them. 
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Enter Florence. 

Corn, Oil, oh, oh ! 

Flor, How now, man ?* are you satisfied ? 

Corn, Ay, ay, ay ; a pox o’ your corporal! I am 
paid soundly; I was never better paid in all my 
life. 

Flor, Marry, the gods’ blessing on his honour’s 
heart!—You have done a charitable deed, sir; many 
more such may you live to do, sir! The gods keep 
you, sir, the gods protect you I 

[ Ed'it with Cornelius Ntcodemus. 

Mar, These peasants mock me sure!—Valerius, 
Forgive my dotage, see my ashes urn’d. 

And tell fair Dorigen, (she that but now 
Left me with this harsh vow, sooner these rocks 
Should be removed, than she would yield) that I 
AV^as yet so loving, on her gift to die I 

Jal, Ob, Jupiter forbid it, sir, and grant 
This my device may certify thy mind ! 

You are my brother, nor must perish thus; 

Ee comforted ! Think you fair Dorigen 
Would yield your wishes, if these envious rocks 
By skill could be removed, or by fallacy 
She made believe so ? 

Mar, Why, she could not chuse ; 

The Athenians are religious in their vows, 

Above all nations. 

Val. Soft! down yonder hill 
The lady comes this way. Once more to try her ; 
If she persist in obstinacy, by my skill. 

Wife. Ok! Oh I Oh ! 

How npbj mail -J As it is-plain the wife, by her question, 

knows not of her husband’s disappointment or beating, the ohs ! 
are irapre^r to her, and evidently belong to Coi’rtdw.—Seward. 
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Learn’d from the old Chaldean was my tutor, 
Who train’d me in the mathematics, I will 
So dazzle and delude her sight, that she 
Shall think this great impossibility 
Effected by some supernatural means. 

Be confident; this engine shall at least, 

Till the gods better order, still this breast. [E.viL 
Mar. Oh, my best brother, go; and for reward 
.Chuse any part o’ th’ world, I’ll give it thee. 

Oh, little Love,’ men say thou art a god; 

Thou might’st have got a fitter fool than I. 

Efiter Dorigen. 

Dor, Art thou there, basilisk ? Remove thine 
eyes; 

For I am sick to death with thy infection. 

Mar, Yet, yet have mercy on me! save him, 
lady, 

Whose single arm defends all Rome, whose mercy 
Hath saved thy husband’s and thy life! 

Dor. To spoil 

Our fame and honours ? No; my vow is fix’d. 
And stands as constant as these stones do, still. 

AIa7\ Then pity me, ye gods ! you only may 
Move her, by tearing these firm stones away. 

[Solemn music. A mist ariseth^ the rocks ire- 
move, 

’ O little Rome, men say thou art a god."] Rome in this place is 
ill every light absurd. For why was the mistress of the world to 
be called Uttle Why a god, when she was always represented as 
:i female and a goddess ? And lastly, though he was become a fool, 
it was not Rome that made him so. For these reasons it is almost 
self-evident that love was the true reading. 1 had wrote this be- 
iore I saw that, at live lines below, all Rome is mentioned with a 
particular emphasis; this having been marked for Italics, nilght 
draw tho printer’s eye to it, and a small degree of absence causQ 
him to insert it in this place—^Seward. 
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Valerius, Imbited like Mercury, singing, 

Val. Martins i rejoice! Jove sends me from above^ 
His messengeri to cure thy desperate love^ 

To shew rash vows cannot bind Destiny. 

Lady, behold, the rocks transplanted be ! 
Hard-heartedDorigen, yield; lest, Jor contempt. 
They fix thee here a rock, whence they re exempt,* 

\_Exit. 

Dor. What strange delusion s this ? what sorcery 
AftVights me with these apparitions ? 

My colder chastity’s nigh turn’d to death.— 
Hence, lewd magician ! dar’st thou make the gods 
Bavvds to thy lust ? will they do miracles 
To further evil? or do they love it now? 

Know, if they dare do so, 1 dare hate them, 

And will no longer serve 'em. Jupiter, 

Thy golden shower, nor thy snow-white swan, 
Had I been Leda, or bright Danae, 

Had bought mine honour. Turn me into stone. 
For being good, and blush when thou hast done ! 

\Exit Dorigen. 


Enter Valerius. 

Mar. Oh, my Valerius, all yet will not do : 
Unless I could so draw mine honesty 
Down to the lees to be a ravisher. 

She calls me witch, and villain ! 

Val, Patience, sir ! 

The gods will punish perjury. Let her breathe, 

* yield ; lest for contempt 
They fix thee here a rock whence they're exempt.] That is, they 
fix yftu a rock in this place, from whence the rocks are taken away; 
for that is the meaning of the word exempt, from the Latin exinere, 
•^Mason. 
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And ruminate on this strange sight!—Time decays 

[Aside. 

The strongest, fairest buildings we can find ; 

But still, Diana, fortify her mind! [Exeunt, 


SCENE III. 


Athens, A Room in the House ^Sophocles. 


Enter Sophocles and Dorigen. 

Soph. Weep not, bright Dorigen; for thou hast 
stood 

Constant and chaste, it seems, ’gainst gods and 
men, 

When rocks and mountains were removed.—These 
wonders [Aside, 

Do stupify my senses! Martins, 

This is inhuman. Was thy sickness lust? 

Yet were this truth, why weeps she? Jealous soul, 
What dost thou thus suggest? Vows, magic, rocks, 
Fine tales, and tears? She ne’er complain’d before, 
I bade her visit him; she often did, 

Had many opportunities. Humh! 'tis naught: Oh! 
No way but this.—Come, weep no more; I have 
ponder’d 

This miracle, the anger of the gods, 

Thy vow, my love to thee and Martins : 

He must not perish, nor thou be forsworn, 

Lest worse fates follow us : Go, keep thy oath! 
For chastef and whore^ are words of equal length. 
But let not Martins know that I consent.— 
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Oh, I am pull’d in pieces ! [Aside^ 

Dor, Ay ? say you so ? [Aside, 

I’ll meet you in your path. Oh, wretched men ! 
With all your valour and your learning, bubbles!— 

[Kneels. 

Forgive me, Sophocles—Yet why kneel I 
For pardon, having been but over-diligent, 

Like an obedient servant, antedating 
jMy lord’s command ?— 

Sir, I have often, and already given 
This bosom up to his embraces, and 
Am proud that my dear lord is pleased with it; 
Whose gentle honourable mind 1 see 
Participates even all, his wife and all, 

Unto his friend. You are sad, sir ! Martius loves 
me, 

And I love Martius, with such ardency 
As never married couple could ; 1 must 
Attend him now. My lord, when you have need 
To use your own wife, pray, sir, send for me; 

Till then, make use of your philosophy ! [Kvit. 

Soph. Stay, Dorigen!—Oh, me, inquisitive fool ’ 
Thou that didst order this congested heap 
When it was chaos, ’twixt thy spacious palms, 
Forming it to this vast rotundity. 

Dissolve it now; shuffle the elements, 

That no one proper by itself may stand ! 

Let the sea quench the sun, and in that instant 
The sun drink up the sea! Day, ne’er come down, 
To light me to those deeds that must be done ! 

[E.tvV, 
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SCENE IV. 


The Roman Camp lefore the City, 


Enter Martius, Valerius, Captains and Soldiersj 
With Drums and Colours at one Door ; and Do- 
iiiGEN with Ladies^ at another. 

Dor. Hail, general of Rome ! From Sophocles, 
That honours Martius, Dorigen presents 
Herself to be dishonour’d ; Do thy will; 

For Sophocles commands me to obey. 

Come, violate all rules of holiness, 

And rend the consecrated knot of love ! 

Mar, Never, Valerius, was I blest till now! 
Behold the end of all my weary steps, 

The prize of all my battles. Leave us, all; 

Leave us as quick as thought. Thus joy begin! 
In zealous love a minute’s loss is sin. 

Val, Can Martius be so vile.' or Dorigen ? 

Dor, Stay, stay ! and, monster, keep thou fur¬ 
ther off! 

I thought thy brave soul would have much, much 
loath’d 

To have gone on still on such terms as this. 

See, thou ungrateful, since thy desperate lust 
Nothing can cure but death, I’ll die for thee, 
While my chaste name lives to posterity. 

[Offers to kill kersey'. 
Mar, [Kneels,"\ Live, live, (thou angel of thy 
sex, forgive!) 

Till by those golden tresses thou be’st snatch’d 
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Alive to Heaven; for thy corruption’s 
So little, that it cannot suffer death. 

Was ever such a woman ? Oh, my mirror! 

How perfectly thou shew’st me all my faults. 
Which now I hate; and when I next attempt thcc, 
Let all the fires in the zodiac 
Drop on this cursed head ! 

AIL Oh, bless’d event! 

Dor. Rise like the sun again in all his glory, 
After a dark eclipse ! 

Mar. Never, without a pardon. 

Enter Sophocles, and two or three with him. 

Dor. Sir, you have forgiven yourself. 

Soph. Behold their impudence ! are my words 
just ? 

Unthankful man, viper to arms, and Rome 
Th}’ natural mother! have I warm’d thee here 
To corrode even my heart? Martins, prepare 
To kill me, or be kill’d. 

Mar. Why, Sophocles, 

Then pr'ythee kill me; I deserve it highly ; 

For I have both transgress’d ’gainst men and gods; 
But am repentant now, and in best case 
To uncase my soul of this oppressing flesh ; 
Which, though (gods witness) ne’er was actually 
Injurious to thy wife and thee, yet’twas 
Her goodness that restrained and held me now; 
But take my life, dear friend, for my intent, 

Or else forgive it! 

Val. By the gods of Athens, 

These words are true, and all direct again. 

SopJh Pardon me, Dorigen! 

Mar. Forgive me, Sophocles, 

And Dorigen too, and every one that’s good! 
Dor. Rise, noble Roman.—Beloved Sophocles, 
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Take to thy breast thy friend ! 

Mar* And to thy heart 

Thy matchless wife ! Heaven has not stuff enough 
To make another such ; for if it could, 

Martius would marry too. For thy blest sake, 
(Oh, thou infinity of excellence) 

Henceforth in men’s discourse Rome shall not take 
The wall of Athens, as ’to-fore. But when 
In their fair honours we to speak do come, 

We’Jl say ’twas so in Athens and in Rome. 

[Exeunt in pomp. 


Diana descends. 

Diana. Honour^ set ope thy gates^ and with thee 
bring 

My sermnt and thy friend, fair Dorigen ; 

Let her triumph with him,^ her lord and friend. 
Who, though misled, still honour was their end ! 

[Flourish. 

EnteAhe show of Honours Triumph ; a greatflourish 
of Trumpets and Drums xvithin then enter a noise' 
of Trumpets sounding cheerfully ; then follows an 
armed Knight bearing a Crimson Banneret in hand^ 
with the inscription Valour ,* by his side a Lady 
bearing a Wat diet Banneret, the inscription Cle¬ 
mency ; next, Martius and Sophocles with Co¬ 
ronets ; next, two Ladies, one bearing a White 
Banneret, the inscription Chastity; the other a 
Black, the inscription Con^tmicy \ then DoniGEm 
crowned ; last, a Chariot drawn by two Moors, in 

* With her,] Corrected silently by Seward, 

‘ A noise of trumpets.] i. e. A concert of trumpets. See Wit 
at Several Weapons, vol. X.—Ed. 1778. 
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it a Person crmvnedy with a Sceptre ; on the top, 
in an antic J^scutcheon, is written Honour, As 
theppass over, Diana ascends. 


Rin» How like you it ? 

FrL Rarely ; so well, I would they would do it 
again ! How many of our wives now-a-days would 
deserve to triumph in such a chariot ? 

lUn, That’s all one ; you see they triumph in 
caroches. 

jPn. That they do, by the mass; but not all 
neither; many of them are content with carts. 
But, signor, I have now found out a great absur¬ 
dity, i’faith. 

Jlin, What was’t ? 

Pri. The prologue, presenting four Triumphs, 
made but three legs to the king :* A three-legg d 
prologue! ’Twas monstrous. 

Jii?j, ’T had been more monstrous to have had 
a four-legg’d one. Peace! the king speaks. 
Email, Here was a woman, Isabel! 

Isah, Ay, my lord, 

But that she told a lie to vex her husband; 
Therein she fail’d, 

Eman. She served him well enough; 

He that was i^much man, yet would be cast 
To jealousy, for her integrity. 


* Three legs,1 i. e. Three bows. See The Queen of Corinth^ 
vol. X.—Ed. 1778. 
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This teacheth us, the passion of love 

Can fight with soldiers, and with scholars too. 

Isab. In Martius, clemency and valour shewn, 
In the other, courage and humanity ; 

And therefore in the Triumph they were usher’d 
lly Clemency and Valour. 

Email. Rightly observed; 

As she by Chastity and Constancy. 

What hurt’s now in a play, ’gainst which some rail 
So vehemently ? ’ thou and I, my love, 

Make excellent use, methinks : I learn to be 
A lawful lover void of jealousy. 

And thou a constant wife. Sweet poetry’s 
A flower, where men, like bees and spiders, may 
Bear poison, or else sweets and wax away. 

Be venom-drawing spiders they that will! 

I’ll be the bee, and suck the honey s,tiTl. [FlourialL 

Cupid descends, 

Cupid. Stay, clouds ! ye rack too fast, ^ Bright 
Plaebus, see, 

Honour has triumph'd with fair Chastity: 

Give Love now leave, in purity to shew 
Unchaste affections fly not from his bozo. 
Produce the sweet example of your youth. 

Whilst I provide a Triumph for your truilu 

[Flourish. 


3 What hurt^s noxv in a play, against x^hich some rail 
So vehemently,'] In allusion to the puritans, who preached and 
wrote in the most venomous and inflammatory terms against the 
wickedness cf stage-playing. See The Woman’s Prize, vol. V, 
p. 330. 

* Stay, dojids ! ye rack loo fast.] See vol. IV, p. 131. 
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TllJi 

TRIUMPH OF LOVE. 

SCENE I. 


Milan. A Room in Benvoglio’s Honse^ 


Enter Viol ante (with child) and Gerraui. 

Vio, Why does my Gerrard grieve ? 

Ger, Oh, my sweet mistress, 

It is not life (which, by our Milan law, 

My fact hatli forfeited) makes me thus pensive ; 
That 1 would lose to save the little finger 
Of this your noble burden from least hurt, 
Because your blood is in't: But since your love 
Made poor incompatible me the parent, 

(Being we are not married) your dear blood 
Falls under the same cruel penalty; 

And can Heaven think fit you die for me ? 

For Heaven’s sake, say I ravish’d you! I’ll swear it, 
To keep your life safe and repute unstain’d. 

Vio. Oh, Gerrard, thou’rt my life and faculties, 
(And if I lose thee, I’ll not keep mine own) 

The thought of whom sweetens all miseries. 
Wouldst have me murder thee beyond thy death ? 
Unjustly scandal thee with ravishment ? 

It was so far from rape, that, Heaven doth know, 
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If ever the first lovers, ere they fell, 

Knew simply in the state of innocence, 

Such was this act, this, that doth ask no blush! 

6Vr. Oh, but, my rarest Violante, when 
My lord Randulpho, brother to your father. 

Shall understand this, how will he exclaim, 

At my poor aunt, and me,^ which his free alms 
Hath nursed, since Milan by the duke of Mantua 
(Who now usurps it) was surprised! that time 
My father and my mother were both slain, 

With my aunt's husband, as she says, their states 
Despoil’d and seiz’d ; ’tis past my memory. 

But thus she told me : Only this I know, 

Since I could understand, your honour’d uncle 
Hath given me all the liberal education 
That his own son might look for, had he one; 
Now will he say, “ Dost thou requite me thus ?” 
Oh ! the thought kills me. 

Vio. Gentle, gentle Gerrard, 

Be cheer’d, and hope the best! My mother, father, 
And uncle, love me most indulgently, 

Being the only branch of all their stocks : 

But neither they, nor he thou wouldst not grieve 
With this unwelcome news, shall ever hear 
Violante’s tongue reveal, much less accuse, 
Gerrard to be the father of his own: 
ril rather silent die, that thou may’st live 
To see thy little offspring grow and thrive. 

Enter Dorothea. 

Dor, Mistress, away! your lord and father seeks 
you: 

ril convey Gerrard out at the back-door. 


5 That my poor aunt and me.] TIui very obvious misfoka was 
not obseived till Mason proposed to coitdet it. 

VOJL. XI. ]> 

\ 
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lie has found a husband for you, and insults 

In his invention, little thinking you 

Have made } v)ur own choice, and possess’d him too. 

Vio. Aliusband? ’tmustbe(Tcriard,ormy death. 
Farewell! be only true unto thyself, 

And know, Heaven’s goodness shall prevented be, 
Ere worthiest Gerrard suffer harm for me. 

Ger. Farewell, my life and soul! Aunt, to your 
> counsel 

I flee for aid.—Oh, unexpressible Love ! thou art 
An undigested heap of mixed exti ernes, 

Whose pangs are wakings, and whose pleasures 
di earns. [EAei{?it. 


SCENE IL 


Another in the same. 


Enter Blnyoglio, Angeluva, and Feiidtnand. 

Benv. IVIy Angelina, never didst thou yet 
So please me, as in this consent; and yet 
Thou hast pleased me well, I swear, old wench ! 
ha, ha!— 

Ferdinand, she’s thine own; thou’sl have her, boy; 
Ask thy good lady else. 

Ferd. Whom shall I have, sir ? 

Benv. Whom do you think, i’ faith ? 

Ang. Guess! 

Ferd. Noble madam, 

I may hope (prompted by [my] shallow merit) 
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Through your profound grace, for your chamber¬ 
maid. 

Bern. How’s that ? how’s that ? 

Ferd. Her chambermaid, my lord.® 

Beni), Her chamber-pot, my lord!—You modest 
ass! 

Thou never shew’dst thyself an ass till now : 

’Fore Heaven, lam angry with thee! Sirrah, sirrah, 
This whitemeat spirit’s not yours legitimate: ^ 
Adv^ance your hope, an’t j)lease you ! guess again. 
Ang. And let your thoughts tlec higher; aim 
tliein light. 

Sir, you may hit; you have the fairest white.® 
Ferd. If 1 may be so bold tlien, my good lord. 
Your favour doth encourage me to aspire 
To catch my lady’s gentlewoman. 

Benv. Where } 

Where would you catch her ? 

Do you know iny daughtci Violante, sir ? 

Ang. Well said ; no more about the bush ! 

reid. 7/er cliambcnnaid, 

1?]N\. //(T, »^c.] This leciioii, which redeems ihe passage 
fiom being tho rankest nonsense, is only in first tolio. Other copies 
read, • 

Feud. Her chamber-pot, my lord. You modest ass> —Ed. 1778. 

’ T/iis whitmeat spirit’s not you)s, legitimate.] I put a liyphcn 
to Vjlntmeaf, it being a compound word like fyint-S’inday, i. e. 
IV/iite Sunday^ alluding to the white garments the newly baptized 
used to wear. It would be an aftront to the reader’s understand¬ 
ing to explain the meaning of ukit'tncat spit it; he will observe, 
that I scratch out a comma after yours^ understanding leoitimate 
adverbially, as it he had said, —^’i’his weak rtleminate spiul is not 
legitinialcly jours, you had it not trom your father — Seward. 

We cannot see the use of the hyphen. IVhitmedt means simply 
white meaty whirh is the most simple .nnocent food. Ills modesty 
i, what Benvoglio here means to reprehend.—Ed. 1778. 

« Shy you may hit; you have the fairest while.] To hit the 
white IS a term frequently used in our authors* time : It is feken 
Irom archery.— Reed, 
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Ferd. My g^ood lord, 

I have gazed on Violante, and the stars, 

Whose heavenly influence I admired, not knew; 
Nor ever was so sinful to believe 
I might attain it. 

Be?iv, Now you’re an ass again ; 

For, if thou ne’er attain’st, ’tis only long 
Of that faint heart of thine, which never did it. 
She is your lord’s heir, mine, Benvoglio’s heir, 
My brother’s too, Randulpho’s; her descent 
Not behind any of the Millanois. 

And, Ferdinand, although thy parentage be 
Unknown, thou know’st that I have bred thee up 
From five years old; and (do not blush to hear it) 
Have found thy wisdom, trust, and fair success 
So full in all my affairs, that I am fitter 
To call thee master than thou me thy lord: 

Thou canst not be but sprung of gentlest blood; 
Thy mind shines through thee, like the radiant sun, 
Although thy body be a beauteous cloud. 

Come! seriously this is no flattery; 

And well thou know’st it, though thy modest blood 
Rise like the morning in thy cheek to hear’t: 

Sir, I can speak iii earnest. Virtuous service, 

So meritorious, Ferdinand, as yours. 

Yet bashful still, and silent, should extract 
A fuller price than impudence exact: ® 

And this is now the wages it must have; 

5 Virtuous servicef 
So meritoriouSy Ferdinand, as yours, 

(Yet hasJ^id still and silent should extract 
A fuller price than impudence exact.] The parenthesis and 
note of interrogation in the third line entirely perverts the sense 
of this passage, and proves (hat the editors did not understand it: 
they must both be struck out; for Benvoglio means to say, that 
such meritorious services as Ferdinand’s, performed always with 
basBfulness and modesty, deserved greater rewards than impudence 
•should exact.—Mawn. 


8 
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My daughter is thy wife, my wealth thy slave. 
Ftrd. Good madam, pinch I I sleep! does my 
lord mock, 

And you assist ? Custom’s inverted quite; 

For old men now-a-days do flout the young. 

Btnv. Fetch Violante ! —As I intend this 
Religiously, let my soul find joy or pain ! 

{Exit Angelina. 

Ferd. My honour’d lord and master, if 1 hold 
That worth could merit such felicity, 

You hred it in me, and first purchased it; 

It is your own, and what productions 
In all my faculties my soul begets, 

Your very mark is on ; you need not add 
Rewards to him, that is in debt to you. 

You saved my life, sir, in the massacre; 

There you begot me new, since foster’d me: 

Oh ! can I serve too much, or pray for you ? 

Alas, ’tis slender payment to your bounty. 

Your daughter is a Paradise, and I 
Unworthy to be set there: You may chuse 
The royal’st seeds of Milan. 

Benv, Pr’ythee, peace ! 

Thy goodness makes me weep. I am resolved; 

I am no lord o’ th’ time, to tie my blood 
To sordid muck ; 1 have enough; my name, 

My state, and honours, I will store in thee, 

Whose wisdom will rule well, keep and increase * 
A knave or fool, that could confer the like. 
Would bate each hour, diminish every day. 

Thou art her prize-lot then, drawn out by fate; 

An honest wise man is a prince’s mate. 

Ferd, Sir, Heaven and you have over-charged 
my breast 

With grace beyond my continence; I shall burst! 
The blessing you have given me, witness saints, 

I would not change for Milan I^But, my lord, 



54f 


FOUR FLAYS IN ONE. 


Is she prepared ? 

Bem\ What needs preparative, 

Wheie such a cordial is prescribed as thou ? 

Thy person and thy virtues, in one scale, 

Shall poise hers, with her beauty and her wealth; 
If not, 1 add my will unto thy weight. 

Thy mothci’s with her now. Son, take niy keys; 
And let thy preparation for this marriage, 

(This welcome mairiage) long determined here, 
Re quick, and gorgeous.—Gerrard ! 

Enter Gerraud. 

Ger, My good lord, 

My lord your brother craves your confeicncc 
Instantly, on affairs of high inipoi c. 

Buiv. Why, what news ? 

Ger. The tyrant, my good lord. 

Is sick to death of his old apoplexy ; 

Whereon the states advise, that letters missive 
Be stiaight dispatch’d to all the neighbour-coun- 
tiies. 

And schedules too divulged on every post. 

To enquire the lost duke forth ; Their purpose is 
To re-instate him. 

Benv. ’Tis a pious deed.— 

Ferdinand, to my daughter! This delay. 

Though to so good a purpose, angers me ; 

But ril recover it. Be secret, son ! 

Go woo with truth and expedition. [Eiit. 

Ferd, Oh, my unsounded joy !—How fares my 
Gerrard, 

My noble twin-friend*—Fy, thy look is heavy, 
Sullen, and sour ^ blanch it! Didst thou know 
I^Iy cause of joy, thou’dst never sorrow more, 

I know thou lov’st me so. How dost thou ? 

Gcr. Well; 
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Too well! my fraught of health my sickness is ; 
In life, I am dead ; by living, dying still. 

Ferd. What sublunary mischief can predominate 
A wise man thus ? or doth thy friend'ihip play 
(In this antipathous extreme) with mine, 

Lest gladness suifocatc me ? I, 1, I do feel 
My spirits turn’d to fire, my blood to air, 

And I am like a purified essence 
Tried from all drossy parts ! 

Ger, Were’t but my life, 

The loss were sacrifice but Virtue must 
For me be slain, and Innocence inadg.dust! 

Ford. Farewell, good Gerrard ! 

Ger. Dearest friend, stay ! 

Fei'd, Sad thoughts are no companions for me 
now, 

Much less sad words: Thy bosom binds some secret, 
Which do not trust me with ! for mine retains 
Another, Avhich I must conceal from thee. 

Gcr. I would reveal it; ’tis a heavy tale. 

Canst thou be true, and secret still } 

Fad. Why, fiiend. 

If you continue true unto yourself, 

I have no means of falsehood. Lock this door; 
Come, yet your piisoncr’s sure. 

Gcr. Stay, Feidinand ! 

Ferd. What is this trouble? love? 

Why, thou art capable of any woman. 

Doth want oppiess thee? I will lighten thee. 
Hast thou offended law? my loid and thine. 

And I, will save thy life. Does servitude 
Upbraid thy freedom, that she suffers it ? 


* The loss were sacrificed, but Vhtue 
Must Jor me be slmUy and Innocence made dust.] I read sa¬ 
crifice, 1 . e. my hie would then be not .so much a loss as a sacnfice 
tor the sake ot the person 1 Seward. 


12 
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Have patience but three da\ s, and I will make thee 
Thy lord's companion. Can a friend do more ? 
Ger. Lend me the nmans. How can this be ? 
Ferd. First, let 

This cabinet keep your pawn, and I will trust; 
Yet, for the form of satislaction, 

Take this my oath to boot: B\ my presumed 
Gentry, and sacred known Christianity, 

I'll die ere I reveal thy trust! 

Ger. Then hear it! 

Your lord’s fair daughter, Violante, is 
My betroth’d wife, goes great with child by me; 
And, by this deed, both made a prey to law. 

How may 1 save her life advise me, fi lend. 

Ferd, What did he say ? Gerrard, whose voice 
was that ? 

Oh, death unto my heart, bane to my soul! 

My wealth is vanish’d like the rich man’s store: 
In one poor minute, all my dainty fare 
But juggling dishes; my fat hope, despair. 

Ger. Is this so odious where’s your mirth ? 
Ferd. Why, thou 

Hast robb’d me of it! Gerrard, draw thy sword; 
And if thou lov’st my mistress’ chastity, 

Defend it, else I’ll cut it from thy heart, 

Th} thievish heart that stole it, and restore’t; 

Do miracles to gaip her! 

Ger. Was she thine? 

Ferd. Never, but in my wish, and her father’s 
vow, 

Which now he left with me; on such sure terms, 
He call’d me son^ and will’d me to provide 
My wedding preparation. 

Ger Sri angel 
F^rd. Come, let’s 
Kill one another quickly I 
Ger. Ferdinand, 
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My love is old tV) her, thine new-begot: 

I have not wrong’d thee; think upon thine oath! 

Ferd. It manacles me, Oerrard ; else this hand 
Should bear thee to the law. Farewell for ever I 
Since friendship is so fatal, never more 
Will I have friend : Thou hast put so sure a plea, 
That all my weal’s litigious made by thee. [Exit, 

Ger, I did no crime to you.—His love transports 
him ! 

And yet I mourn that cruel destiny 
Should make us two thus one another’s cross. 

We have loved since boys; for the same time cast 
him 

On lord Benvoglio, that my aunt and I 
Were succour’d by Randulpho: Men have call’d us 
The parallels of Milan ; and some said 
We were not much unlike. Oh, Heaven divert, 
That we should (ever since that time) be breeding 
Mutual destruction! 

Enter Dorothea. 

Do7\ Oh, where are you? You have made a 
fair hand ! By Heaven, yonder is your aunt with 
my lady : she came in just as she was wooing your 
mistress for another; and what did me she, but 
out with her purse, and shewed all the naked 
truth, i’faith. Fy upon you! You should never 
trust an old woman with a secret; they cannot 
hold, they cannot hold so well as we, an you’d 
hang ’em. First, there was swearing and staring; 
then tjiere was howling and w^eeping, andOA, tny 
daiighttr! and Oh, iny mother / 

Ger. J’lie effect, the effect ? 

Dor, Marry, no way, but one with you ! 

Ger. Why, welcome ! Shall she ’scape? 

Dor, Nay, she has made her ’scape already. 
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Ger, Why, is she gone ? 

Dor, The ’scape of her virginity, I mean. You 
men are as dull, you- can conceive nothing; you 
think it is enough to beget. 


Ger. Ay; 


But surely, Dorothea, that ’scaped not; 


Her maidenhead suffer’d. 


Dor, And you were the executioner. 

Gor. But what’s the event? Lord, how thou 
starvest me, Doll! 

Dor. “ Lord, how tliou starvest me, Doll ?” By 
Heaven, I would fain see you cry a little! Do you 
stand now, as if you could get a child ? Come, I’ll 
rack you no more; this is the heart of the busi¬ 
ness—Always provided, signor, that if it please 
the fates to make you a lord, }ou be not proud, 
nor forget your poor handmaid Doll, who was 
partly accessary to the incision of this liolofcrnian 
maidenhead. 


Gej\ I will forget my name first. Speak! 

Dor, Then thus : My lady knows all; her sor¬ 
row is reasonably well digested; has vowed to 
conceal it from my lord, till delay ripen things 
better; wills you to attend her this evening at 
the back gate; Til let you in, where her own con¬ 
fessor shall put you together lawfully, ere the 
child be born ; which birth is very near, I can as¬ 
sure you. All your charge is your vigilance; and 
to bring witii you some trusty nuisc, to convey 
the infant out of the house. 


Ger, Oh, beam of comfort! Take! {Gives moneij. 

Go, tell my lady 

I pray for her as I walk. My joys so flow. 

That what I speak or do, I do not know I {Exeunt, 
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SCENE III. 


Another Room in the same. 


. Dumb Show. 

• 

/Jw/o’VioLANTF at one Dooj\ weeping, supported 
In) CoiiNLLiA and a Friar; at another Door, An¬ 
gelina waping, attended by Dorothea. Vjo- 
LANTE kneels down Jorpardon. Angelina sheze- 
ing remorse, takes her up, and cheers her; so doth 
Cornelia. Angelina sends Dorothea /br 
Glukahd. Enter CrEKRAiiD Zi'ith Dorothea ; 
Angi'Lina and Cornelia seem to chide him, 
sharing Violante’s heaxy plight. Violantk 
rcjoiceth in him; he makes si»ns of sorrow, cn^ 
treating pardon: Angelina brings Girrard 
and Violante to the Friar; he joins them hand 
ill hand, lakes a ring from (rERRARO, puts it on 
V iolante’s Jingcr, hlesseth them; Gerraro kiss^ 
efh her; the Friar takes his leaxe. Violante 
makes shoxe of great pain, is instantly conveyed in 
by the Women, CJerrard is bid stay; he walks 
in meditation, seeming to pray. Enter Doro¬ 
thea, whispers him, sends him out. Enter Ger- 
rard Xt ith a Nurse blindfold; gives her a purse. 
To them enter Angelina and Cornelia xvith an 
Injant; they present it to Gerhard, he kisseth 
and blesseth it, puts it into the Nurse’s arms, 
kneels, and lakes his leave, Emint all severally. 
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SCENE IV. 


Another Roorrij with a Curtain in the Back-ground, 


Enter Benvoglio and Randulpho. 

Benv. He’s dead, you say then ? 

Ra? 2 d. Ceitainly ; and to hear 
The people now dissect him now he’s gone, 
Makes niy ears burn, that loved him not: Such 
libels, 

Such elegies and epigrams, they have made. 

More odious than he was !-—Brother, gieat men 
Had need to live by love, meting then deeds 
With Virtue’s rule; sound with the weight of judg¬ 
ment 

Their privatest action: For though, while they live, 
Their power and policy masque their villafnies. 
Their bribes, their lust, pride and ambition. 

And make a many slaves to worship ’em, 

That are their flatterers, and their bawds in these; 
These very slaves shall, when these great beasts die, 
Publish their bowels to the vulgar eye. 

Ben. ’Fore Heaven, ’tis true. But is Rinaldo, 
brother, 

Our good duke, heard of living ? 

Rand. Living, sir, 

And will be shortly with the senate: has 
Been close concealed at Mantua, and relieved. 
But what’s become of his, no tidings yet! 

But, brother, till our good duke shall arrive, 
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Carry this news here. Where’s your Ferdinand ? 

Benv. Oh, busy, sir, about this marriage: 

And yet my girl o’ th’ sudden is fall’n sick. 

You’ll see her ere you go? 

Rand. Yes. Well I love her; 

And yet I wish I had another daughter 
To gratify my Gerrard, who, by Heaven, 

Is all the glory of my family, 

But has too much worth to live so obscure: 

I’ll have him secretary of estate 
Upon the duke’s return ; for, credit me, 

The value of that gentleman’s not known: 

His strong abilities are fit to guide 

The whole republic : He hath learning, youth, 

Valour, discretion, honesty of a saint. 

His aunt is wond’rous good too. 

Benv. You have spoke 
The very character of Ferdinand: 

One is the other’s mirrour. 

The Curtain is drawn, Violante is discovered in a 
Bed, Ar^GELiNA and Dorothea sitting hy her. 

How now, daughter ? 
Rand. How fares my niece ? 

Viol. A little better, uncle, than I was, 

I thank you. 

Raiid. Brother, a mere cold I 
Jng, It was 

A cold and heat, I think; but Heaven be thank’d. 
We have broken that away. 

Benv. And yet, Violante, 

You’ll lie alone still, and you see what’s got 
Dor. Sure, sir, when this was got, she had a bed¬ 
fellow. [Aside. 

Rand. What, has her cholic left her in her belly ? 

, Dor. ’T has left her, but she has bad a sore ht. 
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Rand, Ay, that same cholic and stone’s inherent 
to us 

‘ O’ th’ woman’s side ! our motliers had them both, 
Do 7 \ So has she had, sir.— [Aside.] How these 
old fornicators talk ! she had more need of mace- 
ale, and Rhenish-wine caudles, Heaven knows, 
than your aged discipline, 

Rc?iv. Say. 

Ang, She will have the man; and, on recovery, 
Will wholly be disposed by you. 

Benv, "J'hat’s my wench 1— 

Enter Eeruinand in mouriiinii. 

t 

How now ! what cliaiige is this? Why, Ferdinand; 
Arc these \oiii lobcs of joy shoiibi be iiuluedr' 
Doth Hymen wear black ? 1 did send for you 
To have my hononiable biothcr witness 
The contract 1 wdl make ’twixt you and her. 

* Art tht sc your robes of joy should be indiicil.] Thai it», \vi ' 
which }OU should ho indutd, that ii, tndowed or iuijii Ind. 'Ih'. 

Ml dctoiiteol the san.i* woid iii the lol- 

lo\Mng passage ol IKiiulet, (Heed’s bhakspeaii, W III. J170 — 

“ — Like a cieatuic iialive and indued 
Unto that element.’^ 

Mr Malone gises his explanation in the following lernis;—“ As 
we aie indutd with certain oiiginal dispositions and jiiopensUies at 
our biitb, Shdkspearc here uses with uruxt heenuousnes-) 

for foimed by nature; clothed, endowed, oi fuinislad with pio- 
perlies ‘■uitcd to the element ot w.iter. Uur old wliters used in¬ 
dued and endouid iridis«nniiiiately. ‘ To indue,’ s lys Mni'-hai in 
Ills UicLioiidiv, ^ sejns'>ime itftitur ad dotes aninu injusas, i/iiibiis 
fiimhum inucniuin rdicnjus inibulum et initiatum est, nn It it C. m- 
strulre est. L. iinbiure. inihiicrc propiie eU inniiune ct iiniiaiij 
Jn Ootgi ne’s I’lench D'clionary, IbJl, instinne is iiifcipreted 
‘ to 1.. liioii, to iuini>h with."—I’letcher uses tlic word indued in 
the U/;t still more licentiously than Shakspeare. It is siiigulai 
that Majon overloviked this passage, Uj he had presiously atlcnipt- 
cd to substitute inuicd ioi indued in the quotation iium llaniiet. 
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Put off all doubt; she loves you : What d ye say ? 
Rand. Speak, man; why look you so distract¬ 
edly ? 

Ferd, There are your keys, sir: I’ll no con¬ 
tracts, I.-•’ 

Divinest Violante, I will serve you 
Thus on my knees, and pray for you. 

Juno Lucina^ ]er opem ! 

My inequality ascends no higher ; 

I dare not many you. 

Beut\ How’s this? 

Ferd. (I ood-nigh t! 

I have a fiiend has almost made me mad : 

I weep sometimes, and instantly can laugh; * 
Nay, I do dance, and sing, and suddenly 
Roar like a stoim. Strange tricks these ! are they 
not ? 


And wherefore all this? shall I tell you? no ! 
Thorough ni ine cars, my heart a plague hath caught; 
And 1 have vow’d to keep it close, not shew 
]\Iy grief to any, for it has no cure.— 

On, wand’ring steps, to some remote place move! 


ni keep my vow, though I have lost,my love. 

[Exit. 


Benv. Tore Heaven, distracted for her! Fare 


ye well ! 

I’ll watch his steps ; for I no joy shall find, 

Till I have found his cause, and calm’d his mind. 

[Exit. 

Rand. He’s overcome with joy. 

Aug. ’Tis very strange. 

Rand. Well, sistei, I must leave you; the time’s 
busy.— 

Violante, chear you up ! And I pray Heaven 
Restore each to their love, and health again. 

[Exit- 
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VioL Ametiy great uncle!—Mother, what a 
chance 

Unluckily is added to my woe, 

In this young gentleman! 

Ang^ 'I’ruc, Violante; 

It grieves me much.—Doll, go you instantly. 
And find out Gerrard! tell him his friend’s hap, 
And let him use best means to comfort him ; 

But, as his life, preserve this secret still! 

Viol . Mother—I’d not offend you—might not 
Gerrard 

Steal in, and see me in the evening ? 

Ang. Well; 

' Bid him do so. 

Viol. Heaven’s blessing o’ your heart!— 

Do you not call child-bearing travelj mother? 
Ang. Yes. 

Viol. It well may be: The bare-foot traveller 
That’s born a piince, and walks his pilgrimage. 
Whose tender feet kiss the remorseless stones 
Only, ne’er felt a travel like to it. 

Alas, dear mother, you gioan’d thus for me ; 

And yet, how disobedient have I been ! 

Ang. Peace, Violante; thou hast always been 
Gentle and good. 

Viol. Gerrard is better, mother ; 

Oh, if you knew the implicit innocency 
Dwells in his breast, you’d love him like your 
pray’rs. 

I see no reason but my father might 
Be told the truth, being pleased for Ferdinand 
To woo himself; and Geriard ever was 
His full comparative; My uncle loves him, 

As he lo^s Ferdinand. 

Ang. not for the world ! 

Since his intent is cross’d, loved Ferdinand 
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Thus ruin'd, and a child got out of wedlock, 

His madness would pursue ye both to death! 

Fiol. As you please, mother. I am now, me- 
thinks, 

Even in the land of Ease; I’ll sleep. 
y^ng. Draw in 

The bed nearer the fire.—Silken rest, 

Tie all thy cares up! [Ej^eunf.^ 


SCENE V. 


A Grove, 


Enter Ferdinand, and Benvoglio privately after 

him, 

Ferd, Oh, blessed solitude! Here my griefs may 
speak; 

And, Sorrow, I will argue with thee now. 
Nothing will keep me company! the flowers 
Die at my moan; the gliding silver streams 
Hasten to flee my lamentations; 

The air rolls from ’em ; and the golden sun 
Is smother’d pale as Phoebe with my sighs; 

Only the earth is kind, that stays : Then, Earth, 
To thee will I complain. Why do the Heavens 


3 Ml Lamb, in his Specimens of Dramatic Authors, extracts the 
above scene, and obsei ves in a note—“ Violante’s prattle is so very 
pretty and so natural, that I could not resist giving it a place. 
Juno Lucina was never invoked with more elegance. Pope has 
been piaised for giving dignity to a game of cards. It lequired at 
lyst as much address to ennoble a lying-in,*' 

. VOL. XI. E 
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Impose upon me love wliat I can ne’ei 
Enjoy ? * Before fruition was impossib^e^ 

I did not thirst it: Gerrard, she is thine, 

Sealed and delivered ; but 'twas ill to stain 
Her viigin state, ere ye weie married. 

Poor infant, what’s become of thee ? thou knovv’st 
not 

The woe thy parents brought thee to. Dear Earthy 
Bury this close in thy stciility; 

Be barren to this seed, let it not grow! 

Eor it it do, Twill bud no violet, 

Nor gill\-tlowei, but wild brier, or rank rue, 
Unsaxouiy and hurtful. 

/)C/u\ I'Y'idinand, 

Thy steel hath digged the earth, tliy woids my 
heart. 

EV/yA Oh, I have violated faith, betrayed 
Afy iiicnd and innoceiicy ! 

Ik?m Desperate youth, 

Violare not thy soul too ! I have showers 
For thee, young man; but, Gerrard,flames for thee! 
Was thy base pen made to dash out mine honoui, 
And prostitute my daughter? bastard, vliorc? 
Come, turn thy female tears into revenge, 

Which I will quench my thirst with, ciei sec 
Daughter or wife, or branded family. 

By ileaven, both die ! and, for amends, 
Ferdinando, be my heir 1 I'll to my brother; 

First tell him all, then to the duke for justice ; 
This morning he’s received.^ Mountains nor sea^ 

Impose upon me lotc ‘nhat I can ne'er enjoy '] i. c. Fo'ce i,it 
to love what I cannot obtain. The editors ot 17 jO expui’^e the 
woid upon, for which we can see no reason ; and print Loie as a 
substantive, though it is so obviously a verb.—Ed. 1778. 

^ This morning he's received.] Mr Sampson would read nn.- 
- ed; but surely received is inlinilely more expressive, as it not cu- 
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Shall bar my flight to vengeance ! the foul stain 
Printed on me, thy blood shall rinse again, [Exit. 

Ferd, I have transgress’d all goodness, witlessly 
Raised mine own curses from posterity ! 
ril follow, to redress in what I may; 

Jf not, your heir can die as well as they. [Exit^ 


SCENE VL 


An Apartment in the Palace. 


Dumb Show. 

Enter Duke Rin aldo with Attendants^ at one Door s 
States, Ranuulpho, and Gerrarp, at another : 
They kneel to the DukCy he accepts their obedience, 
and raises them up ; they prefer Gerrard to the 
Duke, who entertains him ; they seat the Duke in 
State. Enter Benvoglio and Ferdinand ; Ben- 
voGLio kneels for Justice.; Ferdinand seems to 
restrain him. Benvoglio gkes the Duke a Fa-- 
per; Duke reads, frowns on Gerrard, shexvs the 
paper to the States, they seem sorry, consult, cause 
the Guard to apprehend him ; they go of with him. 
Then Randulpho and Benvoglio seem to crave 
Justice, Duke vows it, and exit with his Atte?id~ 
ants. Ra i>u lpho, Benvoglio, and Ferdinand 
confer. Enter to them Cornelia, with txvo Ser- 

ly speaks his arrival, but his being recognized by all his subjects 
as duk(' of Milan.— 
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vdnts ; she seems to expostulate; Randulpho in 
scorn causeth her to be thrust out poorly. Exit 
Randulpho. Benvoglio beckons FFiij)iNAND 
to him, with much seeming passimi, sxvears him, then 
stamps with his Foot. Enter Dorothea, with a 
Cup, zveeping, she delkers it to Ferdinand, who 
with discontent exit, and exeunt Benvoglio and 
D0R0THf:Ac 


SCENE VIL 


A Room in Benvoglio’s House, 


VlOLANTE. 

Viol, Gerrard not come? nor Dorotliy return’d ? 
What adverse star ruled my nativity ? 

The time to-night hath been as dilatory 
As languishing consumptions. But till now, 

I ne’er durst say, my Gerrard was unkind. 
Heaven grant all things go well! and nothing docs. 
If he be ill, which I much fear ! My dreams 
Have been portentous : I did think I saw 
My love arrayed for battle with a beast, 

A hideous monster, armed with teeth and claws, 
Giinning, and venomous, that sought to make 
Both us a prey; on’s tail was lash’d in blood 
Raw ; and his forehead I did plainly see 
Held characters that spell’d Authority. 

This renf my slumbers; and my fearful soul 
Ran searching up and down my dismay’d breast. 
To find a port to escape. Good faith, 1 am cold; 
But Gerrard’s love is colder: Here I’ll sit, 



THE TRIUMPH OF LOVE. 


69 


And think myself away. 

Enter Ferdinand with a Cup and a Letter, 

Ferd, The peace of love 
Attend the sweet Violante ! Read ; 

For the sad news I bring I do not know: 

Only I am sworn to give you that, and this. 

Viol. Is it from Gerrard? Gentle Ferdinand, 
How glad am I to see you thus well restored! 

In troth he never wrong’d you in his life, 

Nor I, but always held fair thoughts of you: 
Knew not my father’s meaning till of late ; 

Could ne’ei have known it soon enough: For, sir^ 
Gciraid’s and my affection began 
In infancy : My uncle hi ought him oft 
Ill long coats hither ; you were such another; 
The little boy would kiss me, being a child. 

And say he loved me, give me all his toys, 
lhacelets, lings, sweetmeats, all his rosy smiles: 
I tlien would stand, and stare upon his eyes. 

Play with liis locks, and swear I loved him too; 
For suie, metbought, he was a little Love ! 

He wooed so piettil}' in innocence. 

That then he wanned my fancy ; for I felt 
A glimmering beam of love kindle my blood, 
Roth which, time since hath made a flame and flood. 

Ferd. Oh, gentle iiiQOcent! methinks it talks 
Like a cbihl still, whose white simplicity 
Never arrived at sin. Forgive me, lady ! 

I have <!cstioye(l Genard and thee ; rebelled 
Against Heaven’s ordinance ; dis-paired two doves. 
Made’em sic mourning; slaughtered love, and cleft 
The heait of all integiity. This breast 
W as ti Listed with the secret of your vow, 

V)i( icrrard, and revealed it to your father, 

r/o/, lla! 



rOUR PLAYS IN ONE. 


t 



Ferd. Read, and curse me ! 

Viol. Neither; I will never 
Nor write, nor read again ! 

Fer'd. J\ly penance be it ! [^Reads'. 

‘‘ Your labyrinth is found, your lust proclaim’d.” 
Viol. Lust r hum ! 

My mother sure felt none when I was got. 

Ferd. I, and the law, implacably offended ; 
Gerrard’s imprison’d, and to die.” 

Vio. Oh, Heaven 1 

Ferd, “ And you to suffer, with reproach and 
scoffs, 

A public execution. I have sent you 
An antidote ’gainst shame, poison, by him 
You have most wrong’d: Give him your penitent 
tears.” 

Viol. Hum ! ’tis not truth. 

Ferd. Drink, and farewell for ever ! 

And though thy whoredom blemish thy whole line, 
Prevent the hangman’s stroke, and die like mine.’' 

Viol. Oh, woe is me for Gerrard ! I have biouglit 
Confusion on the noblest gentleman 
That ever truly loved. But we shall meet 
Where our condenmers shall not, and enjoy 
A more refined affection than here: 

No law nor father hinders marriage there 
’Twixt souls divinely alhed as, sure, ours were ; 
There we will multiply and generate joys, 

Like fruitful parents.—Luckless Ferdinand, 
Wliere’s the good old gentlewoman, my husband > 
aunt.^ 

Ferd. Thrust from your uncle, to all poverty. 
Vol. Alas, the j)ity ! Reach me, sir, the cup : 

I’ll say prayeis, and take my father’s physic 
Ferd. Oh, villain that I was, I had forgot 
To.spill the rest, and am unable now 
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To stir to hinder her ! 

Ftol. What ail you, sir^ 

Ferd, Your father is a monster, I a villain, 
This tongue has kill’d you !—Paidon, Violante! 
Oh, pardon, Geriard! and for saciifice 
Accept my life, to expiate my fault: 

I have (hunk up the poison. 

Viol. Thou ait not so 
Uiic'hailiable ! a better fellow far; 

Thou hast left me half. Sure Death is now a-dry, 
And calls for moie blood still to (jucnch his thiist. 
I pledge thee, Ferdinand, to Geirard’s health ! 

[Drm/iS. 

Dear (icirard, poor aunt, and unfortunate fiiciid ! 
Ay me, that love shoul^ biced true loveis’ cud ! 
Icrd. Stay, madam, stay ! — Help, hoa! for Hea¬ 
ven’s sake, help !— 

Impiovident man ! that good I did intend 
Foi satisfaction, saving of hei life, 

Aly equal cruel stars made me forget,** 

Fnler Angelina with two Servants, 

Ang, What spectacle of death assaults me? oh ! 
f^wl. ]\Iy dearest mother, I am dead : 1 leave 
Fathei, and friends, and life, to follow Love, 
(food mother, love my child, that did no ill. 

Fy, how men lie, that say, death is a pain! 

Or has he changed his nature ? like soft sleep 
He seizes me. Your blessing! Last, I crave, 
That 1 may lest by Gerraid in his grave. [Falls* 

^ My equal c,mcl starsy »^.c.] Mr Sympson would lead. 

My unequal ciuei stats - 

but as iqual is good sense, I don't change the text; 1 understand 
iqual adverbially, iiz, my stars equally crml in this instance as m 
ill Olliers.—/^ uaid. 
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Ferd, There lay me too. Oh, noble mistress, I 
Have caused all this, and therefore justly die. 
That key will open all. [Falls. 

Ang. Oh, viperous father ! 

For Heaven's sake, bear 'em in! Run for physi¬ 
cians, 

And medicines quickly ! Heaven, thou shall not 
have her 

Yet; 'tis too soon : Alas, I have no more; 

And, taking her away, thou robb'st the poor! 

[Ex'emii. 


SCENE Vlir. 


An open Place in the dtp. 


Enter Rinaldo, StateSy Randulpho, Benvog- 
Lio, Gerhard, Secretaryy Executiomry ano. 
Guard. 

Rin. The law, as greedy as your red desire, 
Benvoglio, hath cast this man : ’Tis pity 
So many excellent parts are swallowed up 
In one foul wave. Is Violante sent for ? 

Our justice must not lop a branch, and let 
The body grow still. 

Bervo. Sir, she will be here. 

Alive or dead, I am sure. 

Ger. Howchearfully my countenance comments 
death ! 

That which makes men seem horrid, I will wear 

' I 

Like to an ornament. Oh, Violante 1 

2 
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Might my life only satisfy the law. 

How jocundly my soul would enter Heaven! 
Why shouldst thou die? thou wither’st in thy bud, 
As I have seen a rose, ere it was blown.— 

I do beseech y^fc g*’ace, the statute may 
(In this case made) be read; Not that 1 hope 
To extenuate my offence or penalty, 

But to sec whether it lay hold on her. 

And since my death is more exemplary 
Than just, this public reading will advise 
Caution to others, 

Jim. Read it. 

Hand. Brother, docs not 
Your soul groan under this severity ? 

Sec. \Heads.^ “ A statute provided in case of 
une(}ual matches, inaniages against parents’ con¬ 
sent, stealing of heirs, rapes, prostitutions, and 
such-like : That if any peison meanly descended, 
or ignorant of his own parentage, which implies 
as much, shall, with a foul intent, unlawfully so¬ 
licit the daughter of any peer of the dukedom, he 
shall for the same offence forfeit his right-hand : 
But if he further prostitute her to his lust, he shall 
first have his light-hand cut off, and then suffer 
death by the common executioner. After whom, 
the lady so offending shall likewise the next day, 
in the same manner, die for the fact.” 

Ger. This statute has more cruelty than sense! 
I sec no ray of mercy. Must the lady 
Suffer death too ? Suppose she were enforced, 

By some confederates borne awa}’, and ravished; 
Is she not guiltless ? 
liin. Yes, if it he proved. 

Ger. This case is so : 1 ravished Violante. 
State. Who ever knew a rape produce a child? 
^env. Pish! these are idle. Will your grace 
command 
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The executioner proceed? 

Bin, Your office! 

Ger. Farewell to thy enticing vanity, 

Thou round gilt box, that dost deceive man’s eye! 
The wise man knows, wlieii opengthou art broke. 
The treasure thou includst is dust and smoke; 
Even thus, I cast thee by.—My lords, the law 
Is but the great man’s mule; he rides on it, 

And tramples pooler men under his feet: 

Yet when they come to knock at yon bright gatc^ 
One’s lags shall enter ’foie the other’s state. 
Peace to ye all 1—Here, sin ah, strike ! This hand 
Hath Violantc kiss’d a thousand times ; 

It smells sweet ever since : Tliis was the hand 
Plighted my faith to her; do not think thou cansl 
Cut that in sunder with my hand,— My lord, 

As free from speck as this arm is, my heart 
Is of foul lust, and every vein glides here 
As full of truth.—Why does thy hand shake so ' 
Tis mine must be cut off, and that is firm; 

For it was ever constant. 

Enter Cornelia veiled. 

Cor. Hold ! your sentence 
Unjustly is pronounced, my lord! This blow 
Cuts your hand off; for his is none of yours. 

But Violante’s, given in holy marriage 
Before she was delivered, consummated 
With the free will of her mother, by her confessor, 
In lord Benvoglio’s house. 

Ger. Alas, good aunt, 

That helps us nothing ; else I had reveal’d it. 

Bin. What woman’s this ? 

Benv. A base confederate 
In this proceeding, kept of alms long time 
By him ; who now, exjiosed to misery, 
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Talks thus distractedly.—Attach her, guard I 
Rand. Your cruelty, brother, will have end. 
Cor. You'd best 
Let them attach my tongue. 

Rin. Good woman, peace ! 

For, were this truth, it doth not help thy nephew: 
The law's infringed by their disparity; 

That foifeits both their lives. 

Cor. Sir, with your pardon, 

Had your grace ever children ? 

Rin. Thou hast put 

A question, whose sharp point toucheth my heartt 
I had two little sons, twins, who were both 
(With my good duchess) slain, as I did hear, 

At that time when my dukedom was surprised. 

Cor. I have heard many say, my gracious lord, 
That I was wond’rous like her. [Unveils. 

Onme^. Ha ! 

Rin. By all man's joy, it is Cornelia, 

My dealest wife ! 

Cor, To latify me her, 

Come down, Alphonso, one of those two twins, 
And take thy father’s blessing ! Thou hast broke 
No law, thy birth being above thy wife’s; 
Ascanio is the other, named Fernando, 

Who, by remote means, to my lord Benvoglio 
I got preferr’d ; and in poor habits clad, 

(You lied, and the innovation laid again) 

I wi ought myself into Randulpho’s service. 

With my eldest boy ; yet never durst reveal 
What they and I were, no, not to themselves. 
Until the tyjant’s death. 

Rin. My joy lias lill’d me 
Like a full winded sail! I cannot speak ! 

Ger. Fetch Violante and my brother. 

•^env. Run, 

Run like a spout, you rogue ! A j)OX o’ poison ’ 
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That little whore I trusted will betray me. 

Stay, hangman! ■ I have work for you: There’s gold ^ 
Cut ofl’my head, or hang me, presently ! 

S(ft Musk, Enter Angelina, with the Bodies of 
Ferdinand and Violante on a Bier; Doro¬ 
thea carrying the Cup and Letter^ which she 
gives to Rinaldo ; he readSy seems sorrowful; 
shews it ^0 Cornelia and Gerrard, they lament 
over the Bier. Randulpho and Benvoglio 
seem fearful, and seem to report /o Angelina and 
Dorothea what hath passed before. 

Band. This is your rashness, brother! 

Bin. Oh, joy, thou wert too great to last; 

This was a cruel turning to our hopes! 

Unnatural father ! poor Ascanio ! 

Ger. Oh, mother, let me be Gerrard again, 
And follow Violante! 

Cor. Oh, my son- 

Bin. A^our lives yet, bloody men, shall answer 
this. 

Do7\ I must not see’em longer grieve.—My lord, 
Be comforted; let sadness generally 
Forsake each eye and bosom; they both live: 

For poison, I infused mere opium; 

Holding compulsive perjury less sin 
Than such a loathed murder would have been. 
All. Oh, blessed maiden ! 

Dor. Music, gently creep 
Into their ears, and fright hence lazy sleep! 

l^Musir. 


Morpheus, command thy servant Sleep 
In leaden chains no longer keep 
This prince and lady ! Rise, wake, rise, 
And round about convey your eyes ! 
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Jtisef prince; go, greet thy father and thy mother ; 
like thou, to embrace thy husband and thy brother, 

Rin. Cor, Son, daughter! 

Fet'd. Father, mother, brotlier ! ^ 

Ger. Wife! 

Viol. Are we not all in Heaven! 

Ger. ’Faith, very near it. 

Ferd. How can this be ? 

Fin. Hear it I 

• For. If I had served you right, I should have 
seen 

Your old pate off, ere 1 had reveal’d. 

Benv, Oh, wench I 

Oh, honest wench ! if my wife die, I’ll marry thee: 
There’s my reward.* 

Rin, ’Tis true. 

7 Ferd. Father, mother, brother, 

Ger. Wije.'\ According to this reading, Ferdinand, whose 
senses were but just recovered, knows perfectly all that has past 
whilst he was asleep, although he afterwards asks how can this 
be. I first thought a note of interrogation might solve it, by sup¬ 
posing Cornelia to have informed him in a whisper, and then he 
might ask the question, 

Father ? mother 9 brother ? 

But putting the whole into Gerrard’s mouth takes away the diffi¬ 
culty much more easily.—Scajoic?. 

We think the old reading best, and don't understand the objec¬ 
tion.—Ed. 1778. 

Scvvaid’s objection is not so frivolous as the lasteditbrs seem to 
-suppose ; but I presume the poets are to be charged with inadver¬ 
tence, forgetting that Ferdinand was as yet unacquainted with his 
relationship to llinaldo, Cornelia, and Gerrard. His asking “ How 
can this be ?" without any intermediate explanation to him, coun¬ 
tenances this charge of inadvertence, and proves the impropriety 
of Seward’s variation. 

8 r/icrc’s thy > ea'flrd.] Text from first folio. It nieans, mt 
ri^^ardiiig you.—E d. 1778. 
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Ferd. ’Tis very strange.® 

Get\ Why kneel you, honest master: 

Ferd. My good lord ! 

Ger. Dear mother! 

Rin. Rise, rise I all are friends. I owe yc 
For all their boards: And, wench, take thou the 
man 

Whose life thou saved’st; less cannot pay thy merit. 
How shall I part niy kiss } 1 cannot! let 
One generally therefore join our cheeks. 

A pen of iron, and a leaf of brass, 

To keep this story to eternity, 

And a Promethean wit l—Oh, sacred Love, 

Nor chance, nor death, can thy firm trutli remove. 

{Exeunt, Flourish^ 


Eman. Now, Isabella? 

Jsab. This can true love do. 

I joy they all so happily are pleased! 

The ladies and the brothers must triumph. 

Email, They do; 

For Cupid scorns but to have his Triumph too. 

\Flourish, 


^ I’crd. *Tist}ue. 

Rin. ’Tis very strange.'] Here again the speakers were cm- 
«{ently wrong, and had changed places.—/Seziard. 
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The Triumph, 

jLtiier divers Musicians, then certain Singersy bear¬ 
ing Bannerets, inscribed. Truth, Loyalty, Pa¬ 
tience, Concord; next, Gerrard and Ferdi¬ 
nand tiith Garlands of Roses ; then Viol ante ; 
last, a Chariot d?'azvn by two Cupids, and a Cupid 
sitting in it. 


Flourish. Filter Prologue, 

Frol. Love, and the strength of fair affection. 

Most royal sir, what long seenid lost, have won 
Their perfect ends,' and cr&ivn^d those constant hearts 
IFiih lasting triumph, whose most virtuous parts, 
Worthy desires, and love, shall never end. 

Now turn zve round the scene ; and, great sir, lend 
A sad and serious eye to this ^Death. 

This black and dismal triumph; zi'here maris breath. 
Desert, and g uilty blood, ascend the stage; 

And ziezv the tyrant, ruiiCd in his rage. 

[Exit. Flourish. 


* I.ooe, and the strength oj fair affection. 

Most toyal sir, what tong seem’d lost, have won 
'Ihiir paject ends.] IMason proposes to lead, “ that, oxwhick 
ioog seem’d lostbut the text has evidently the same meaning. 



so THE TRIUMPH OF DEATH. 


THE 

TRIUMPH OF DEAXa 

SCENE I. 


Angers, A Room in the House oj Laval L 


Enter Lavall, Gabbiella, and Maria. 

Gab. No, good my lord, I am not now to find 
Your long neglect of me : All those affections 
You came hist clad in to my love, like summer. 
Lusty and full of life ; all those desires 
That like the painted spring bloom’d round about 

Giving the happy promise of an harvest. 

How have I seen drop off, and fall forgotten ^ 
With the least lustre of another's beauty, 

How oft, forgetful lord, have I been blasted ^ 
Was I so easily won? or did this body 
Yield to your false embraces, with less laboui 
Than if you had carried some stiong town ? 

Lav, Good Gabriella! 

Gab. Could all your subtilties and sighs betray 
me, 
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The vows ye shook me witli, the tears ye drown’d 
me, 

Till I came fairly olf with honour’d marriage ? 

Oh, fy, my lord ! 

Lav, Pr’ythee, good Gabriella! 

Gab, ’Would I had never known you, nor your 
honours! 

They arc stuck too full of griefs. Oh, happy wo¬ 
men, 

That plant your love in equal honest bosoms, 
Whose sweet desires, Tike roses set together. 
Make one another happy in their blushes, 
Growing and dying without sense of greatness. 
To which I am a slave ! and that blest sacrament 
That daily makes millions of happy mothers, 
Link’d me to this man’s lust alone, there left me; 
I dare not say I am his ’tis dangerous; 

Jlis I cannot say. Alas, how many- 

Iaixi. You grow too warm ; pray you be con¬ 
tent ! You best know 

The time’s necessity, and how our marriage, 
JJeing so much unequal to mine honour. 

While the duke lives, I standing high in favour, 
(And, whilst I keep that safe, next to the duke¬ 
dom) 

IMust not be known, without my utter ruin. 

Have patiencefor a while, and dobut dream, wench, 
The glory of a duchess.—How^he tires me ! 

[Aside, 

How dull and leaden is my appetite 
'i'o that stale beauty now! Oh, I could curse 
And crucify myself for childish doting 
Hpon a face that feeds not with fresh figures 
Every fresh hour; she is now a surfeit to me^— 
voi. M. F 
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Enter Gentille. 

Who’s that^ Gentille?—I charge ye, no acquaint¬ 
ance, lAf.art to Bill ELLA. 

You nor your maid, with him, nor no discourse, 
Till times are riper! 

Gent. Fy, my noble lord ! 

Can you be now a stranger to the court, 

When your most virtuous bride the beauteous 
Hellena, 

Stands read} like a star to gild your happiness ? 
When Hymen’s lusty fires are now a-lighting, 

And all the flower of Anjou- 

Lav, Some few trifle^, 

For matter of adornment, have a little 
Made me so slow, Gentille; which now in readi¬ 
ness, 

I am for court immediately. 

Gent. Take heed, sir! 

This is no time for trifling, nor she no lady 
To be now entertain’d with tt ys; ’twill cost you— 
Lav. You’re an old co4*k, Gentille. 

Gent. By your lordship’s favour- 

Lav. Pr’ythee, away I ’twill lose time. 

Gent. Oh, my lord, 

Pardon me that, by all means! 

Lav. We have business 
A-foot, man, of more moment! 

Gent. Than my manners ? 

1 know none, nor I seek none. 

Lav. Take to-morrow! 

Gent. Even now, by your lordship’s leave.—Ex¬ 
cellent beauty. 

My service here I ever dedicate, 

In honour of my best friend, your dead father, 
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To you, his living virtue ; and wish heartily, 

That firm affection that made us two happy, 

May take as deep undying root, and flourish 
Betwixt my daughter Casta, and your goodness, 
Who shall be still your servant. 

Gad. I much thank you. 

Zav. Pox o’ this dreaming puppy !—Will you 
go, sir ? 

Ge?if. A little more, good lord ! 

Zav. Not now, by Heaven ! 

Come, I must use you. 

Gent. Goodness dwell still with you ! 

[Exeunt Gentille and Lavall. 
Gah. The sight of this old gentleman, Maria, 
Pulls to mine eyes again the living picture 
Of Perolot his virtuous son, my first love. 

That died at Orleans. 

Maria. You have felt both fortunes. 

And in extremes, poor lady ! for young Perolot, 
Being every way unable to maintain you, 

Durst not make known his love to friend or fa- • 
tlier; 

My lord Lavall, being powerful, and you poor, 
Will not acknowledge you. 

Gab. No more ’ Let’s in, wench ; 

There let my lute speak my laments ! they have 
tired me, [Exeunt. 
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SCENE IL 


Before the Palace, 


Enter txvo Courtiers. 

1 Court. I grant, the duke is woiuVrous provi¬ 

dent 

In his now planting for succession ; 

I know his care as honourable in tlie choice too, 
Marine’s fair virtuous daughter : Out what’s all 
this ? 

To what end excellent arrives this travel, 

When he that bears the main roof is so rotten ? 

2 Court. You have hit it now indeed; for, if 

Fame lie not, 

He is untemperate. 

1 Court. You express him poorly. 

Too gentle, sir: The mostdebosh’d and barbarous/ 
Believe it; the mo^t void of all humanity, 
Howe’er his cunning cloke it to his uncle, 

And those his pride depends upon. 

Court. I have heard too, 

Given excessively to drink. 

1 Court. Most certain. 

And in that drink most dangerous: I speak these 
things 

To one I know loves Truth, and dares not wrong 
her. 

Court. You may speak on. 
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1 Court, Uncertain as the sea, sir, 

Proud and.deceitful as liis sin’s great master; 

His appetite to women, (for there he carries 
Plis main-sail spread) so boundless and abominable, 
That but to have her name by that tongue spoken, 
Poisons the virtue of the purest virgin. 

2 Court, I am sorry for young Gabriella then, 
A maid reputed, ever of fair carriage; 

For he has been noted visiting. 

1 Court, She is gone then ; 

Or any else, that promises, or power, 

Gifts, or his guileful vows, can work upon: 

But these are but poor parcels. 

2 Court, Tis great pity ! 

1 Court, Nor want these sins a chief saint to 

bcfiiend ’em : 

The devil follows him; and, for a truth, sir, 
Appears in visible figure often to him ; 

At which time he’s possess’d with sudden trances, 
Cohl deadly sweats, and griping of the conscience, 
Tormented strangely, as they say, 

2 Court. Heaven turn him ! 

This marriage-day may’st thou well curse, fair Hel- 
Icn.— 

But let’s go view the ceremony. 

J Court. I’ll walk with you. 


^ Exeunt, 
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SCENE 111. 


A Street before Lavall’s Home,' 


Musk, Gabriella and Maria appear at a Win- 
dow ; beloxVy enter Lavall, Hellena, States in 
solemnity as to Marriagey and pass over; then 
Duke, Marine, and Longaville. 

* 

Maria. I hear ’em come ! 

Gab. ’Would I might never hear more ! 

Maria, I told you still; but you were so incre- 
dulous— 

See, there they kiss! 

Gab, Adders be your embraces! 

The poison of a rotten heart, oh, Hellen, 

Blast thee as I have been ! Just euch a flattery. 
With that same cunning face, that smile upon’t 
(Oh, mark it, Mary, mark it seriously!) 

That master smile caught me. 

Maria. There’s the old duke, and 
Marine her father. 

Gab. Oh! 

Maria. There Longaville; 

The ladies now. 

Gab. Oh, I am murder’d, Mary!— 

Beast, most inconstant beast! 

Maria. There- 

Gab. There I am not; 

No more—I am not there. Hear me, oh, Heaven! 
An^, all you pow’rs of justice, bow down to me! 
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But you, of pity, die. I am abused; 

She that depended on your providence, 

She is abused ! your honour is abused! 

That noble piece ye made, and call’d it man^ 

Is turn’d to devil: all the world’s abused! 

Give me a woman’s will, provoked to mischief, 
A two-edged heart; my suffering thoughts to 
wildfires. 

And my embraces to a timeless grave turn ! 
Maria. Here I’ll step in; for ’tis an act of merit. 
Gab, I am too big to utter more. 

Maria, Take time then, [Ejeeunt. 


SCENE IV. 


The same. 


Enter Gentille and Casta. 

Gent. This solitary life at home undoes thee. 
Obscures thy beauty first, which should prefer thee; 
N ext, fi Us thee full of sad thoughts, which thy years 
Must not arrive at yet; they choke thy sweetness; 
Follow the time, my girl ; and it will bring thee 
Even to the fellowship of the noblest women, 
Hellen herself, to whom I would prefer thee. 

And under whom this poor and private carriage, 
(Which I am only able yet to reach at) 

Being cast off^ and all thy sweets at lustre, 

\J'ill take thee as a fair friend, and prefer thee. 
Casta, Good sir, be not so cruel as to seek 
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To kill that sweet content you have bred me to. 
Have I not here enough to thank Heaven for? 
The free air, unconupted with new flattery ? 

The water that I touch, unbribed with odours 
To make me sweet to others ^ the pure fire 
Not omothtr’o up, and choak’d with lustful incense 
To make my blood sweat ? but, burning clear and 
liigh, 

Tells me my mind must flame up so to Heaven. 
What should I do at com t ? wear rich apparel ? 
Methiuks these are as waim, and, for your state, 
sir, 

Wealtliy enough: Is it, you would have me proud, 
And, like a pageant, stuck up for amazements ? 
Teach not your child to tread that path; for fear, 
sir, 

Your dry bones, after death, groan in your grave 
The miseries that follow. 

Gent. Excellent Casta! 

Casta. When shall 1 pray again, a courtier^* 
Or, when I do, to what god ? what new body 
And new face must I make me, with new mannei 
(For i must be no more myself)? whose mistress 
Must I be first? with whose sin-olleiing season’d' 
And when I am giown so gieat and gloiious 
With prostitution of my burning beauties, 

That great loids kneel, and piinces beg for iavoui s, 
Do you think I’ll be your daughter, a poor gentle 
man’s, 

Or know you for my fatliei ? 

Gmt. My best Casta ! 

Oh, my most virtuous child ! Heaven reigns with¬ 
in thee! 


• When shdl I pray again, a com tier ?] Thai i-?, if I cunrai^ncr 
couitier,— 
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Take thine own choice, sweet child, and live a 
saint still.— 

Efiter Lav all' 

The lord Lavall! stand by, wench. 

Lav. Gabriella— 

She v anr.ot, nor she dares not make it known; 

greatness crushes her, whene’er she offers: 
Why sliould I fear her then? 

Cn.nt C’ome ; let’s pass on, wench. 

Lav. Gentille, come hither!—Who’s that gen¬ 
tlewoman ? 

Gent, A child of mine, sir, who, observing cus¬ 
tom, 

Is going to the monastery to her prayers. 

Lav. A fair one, a most sweet one I fitter far 
To beautify a court, than make a votarist.— 

Go on, fair beauty, and in your orisons 
Remember me: Will you, fair sweet } 

Casta. Most humbly. [E:cU with Gentilli,, 
Lav. An admirable beauty ! bow it fires me ! 

Rut she’s too full of grace, and I too wicked.- 

Enter a Spirit. 

I feel my wonted fit: Defend me, Goodness! 

Oil i it grows colder still, and stiller on me; 

]\ly hail stands up, my sinews shake and shrink. 
Help me, good Heaven, and good thoughts dweii 
within me! 

Oh, get thet gone, thou evil, evil spirit; 

Haunt me no more, I charge thee! 

Spirit. Yes, Lavall; 

Thou art my vassal, and the slave to mischief: 

T blast thee with new sin. Pursue thy pleasure ! 
Casta is rare and sweet, a blowing beauty; 
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Set thy desires a-fire, and never quench ’em 
Till thou enjoy’st her ’ make her all thy Heaven, 
And all thy joy, for she is all true happiness* 

Thou art powerful; use command; if that prevail 
not, 

Force her : I’ll be thy friend. 

Lav. Oh, help me, help me ! 

Spirit. Her virtue, like a spell, sinks me to dark¬ 
ness. IVanishcs. 

Enter Gentille and Casta. 

Gent. He’s here still.—How is’t, noble lord ^ 
Methinks, sir, 

You look a little wildly?—Is it that way? 

Is’t her you stare on so I have spied 3 ^our fire, sii, 
But dare not stay the flaming:—Come ! 

Lav. Sweet creature, 

Excellent beauty, do me but the happiness 
To be your humble servant.—Oh, fair eyes ! 

Oh, blessed, blessed sweetness, divine virgin! 

Casta. Oh, good my lord, letireinto your honour! 
You are spoken good and virtuous, placed at helm 
To govern others from mischances; from example 
Of such fair chronicles as great ones are. 

We do, or sine we should, direct our lives. 

I know you are full of worth ; a school of virtue, 
Daily instructing us that live below you, 

1 make no doubt, dwells there. 

Lav. I cannot answer; 

She has struck me dumb with wonder. 

Casta. Goodness guide you! \Eteunt. 

Lav. She’s gone, and with her all light, and has 
left me 

Dark as my black desires. Oh, devil Lust, 

How dost thou hug my blood, and whisper to nie^ 
I'hcre is no day again, no time, no living, 



THE TRIUMPH OF DEATH. 5)1 

Without this lusty beauty break upon me! 

Let me collect myself; I strive like billows, 
Beaten against a rock, and fall a fool still. 

I must enjoy her, and I will; from this hour 
My thoughts, and all my business shall be nothing, 
My eating, and my sleeping, but her beauty. 

And how to work it. 

Enter Maria. 

Alarm. Health to my lord Lavall! 

Nay, good sir, do not turn with such displeasure! 
I come not to afflict your new-born pleasures. 

My honour’d mistress—Neither let that vex you, 
For nothing is intended, but safe to you. 

Lav. What of your mistress } I am full of busi¬ 
ness. 

Alarm. I wi 11 be short, my lord. She, loving lady, 
Considering the unequal tie between ye. 

And how your ruin with the duke lay on it, 

As also the most noble match now made. 

By me sends back all links of marriage, 

All holy vows, and lights of ceremony. 

All promises, oaths, tears, and all such pawns 
You left in hostage ; only her love she cannot. 
For that still follows you, but not to hurt you; 
And still beholds you, sir, but not to shame you: 
In recompense of which, this is her suit, sir. 

Her poor and last petition, but to grant her. 

When weary nights have cloyedyou up with kisses, 
(As such must come) the honour of a mistress, 

The honour biit to let her see those eyes, 

('J’hose eyes she dotes on, more than gods on good¬ 
ness) 

And but to kiss you only; with this prayer, 

(A prayer only to awake your pity) 

And on her knees she made it, that this night 
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You’d bless her ivitli your company at supper. 
Lav. I like this well; and, now 1 think on't 
better, ' 

I’ll make a present use from this occasion— [Aside. 

Maria. Nay, good my lord, be not so cruel to her, 
Because she has been yours ! ^ 

Lav. And to mine own end [Aside^ 

A rare way I will work. 

Maria Can love for ever, 

The love of her, my lord, so perish in you ? 

As you desire in your desires to prosper ! 

What gallant under Heaven, but Anjou’s heir, then 
Can brag so fair a wife, and sweet a mistiess ? 
Good, noble lord! 

Lav. You misapply me, Mary ; 

Nor do I want tiue pity to your lady : 

Pity and love tell me, too much I have wrong’d her 
To dare to see her more : Yet if her sweetness 
Can entertain a mediation, 

(And it must be a great one that can cure me) 
My love again, as far as honour bids me, 

My service, and myself- 

JMaria. That’s nobly spoken ! 

Lav. Shall hourly sec her; Want shall never 
know her; 

Nor where she has bestow’d her love, repent her. 
Maria. Now whither drives he [Aside. 

Imv. I have heard, Maria, 

That no two women in the world more loved, 
Than thy good mistress and Gentilic’s fair daugh¬ 
ter. 

Maria. What may this mean ?—^You have heard 
a truth, my lord; 

But since the secret love betwixt you two, 

My mistress durst not entertain such friendship: 
Casta is quick, and of a piercing judgment, . 

And quickly will find out a flaw. 
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Laxi. Hold, Mary: [Gives a purse. 

Shrink not; *tis good gold, wench: Prepare a 
banquet, 

And get that Cabta thither; for she’s a Creature 
»So full of forcible divine persuasion, 

And so unwearied ever with good office, 

That she shall cure my ill cause to my mistress, 
And make all errors up. 

Mario. I’ll do my best, sir: 

But she’s too fearful, coy, and scrupulous, 

To leave her father’s house so late; aiul bashful 
At any man’s appearance, that, I fear, sir, 

’Twill prove impossible. 

Lav. There’s more gold, Mary; 

And feign thy mistress wond’rous sick, to death, 
wench! 

Maria. I have you in the wind now, and I’ll 
pay you. [Aside. 

Lav. She cannot chuse but come ; ’tis charity, 
The chief of her profession : Undertake this, 

And I am there at night; if not, I leave you. 
Maria. I will not lose this offer, though it fall 
out [Aside, 

Clean cross to that we cast.—I’ll undertake it; 

] will, my lord; she shall be there. 

Lav. By Heaven ? 

Maria. Bv Heaven, she shall. 

Lav. Let it be something late then, 

For being seen !^--i-Now force or favour wins her. 
My spirits are grown dull; strong wine, and store, 
Shall set ’em up again, and make me fit 
To draw home at the enterprize I aim at. [Exit. 
Maria, Ho thy ways, false lord! if thou hold’s t, 
thou pay’st 


^ Let tt be something late tken^ 

* t’or being secn.^] That is, le&t we should be seen,— Mason, 
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The price of all thy lusts. Thou shalt be there, 
Thou modest maid, if I have any working, 

And yet thy honour safe ; for which this theif, 

I know, has set this meeting ; but I’ll watch him. 

U/i^cr Perolot. 


Per, Maiia! 

Maria. Are mine eyes mine own ? or—bless me ! 
Am I deluded with a flying shadow? 

Per, Why do you start so from me ? 

Maria. It speaks sensibly, 

And shews a living body ; yet I am fearful. 

Per. Give me your hand, good Maria. 

Maria, He feels warm too. 

Per. And next your lips. 

Maria. He kisses perfectly: 

Nay, an the devil be no worse—You are Perolot? 
Per. I was, and sure I should be: Can a small 
distance, 

And ten short months, take from your memory 
The figure of your friend, that you stand wond’ring? 
13e not amazed ! I am the sell'-samc Peiolot, 
Living and well, son to Gentillc, and brother 
,To viituous Casta; to your beauteous mistress, 
The long-since poor betiothed, and still-vowed 
servant. 

Maria. Nay, sure he lives!—My lord LavalJ, 
your master, 

Brought news long since to your much-mourning 
mistress, 

You died at Orleans; bound her with an oath too. 
To keep it secret from your aged father. 

Lest it should rack his heart. 

Per. A pretty secret, 

To try my mistress’ love, and make my welcpme 


3 
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From travel of more worth; from whence, Heaven 
thank’d! 

My business for the duke dispatch’d to tli’ purpose, 
And all my money spent, I am come home, wench. 
How does my mistress ? for I have not yet seen 
Any, nor will I, till I do her service. 

Maria. But did the lord Lavall know of your 
love, sir, 

Before he went ? 

Per. Yes; by much force he got it, 

But none else knew upon his promise too. 

And honour, to conceal it faithfully 
Till my return ; To further which, he told me, 
My business being ended, from the duke 
He would procure a pension for my service, 

Able to make my mistress a fit husband. 

Maria. But are you sure of this ? 

Per Sure as my sight, wench. 

Maria. Then is your lord a base dissembling 
villain, 

A devil lord, the damn’d lord of all lewdness, 

And has betray’d you, and undone my mistiess, 
IVI) poor sweet mistiess (oh, that lecher lord!) 
Who, poor soul, since was married ! 

Per. To whom, Maria 

Marta. To that unlucky lord, a pox upon him! 
AVhose hoi horse appetite being allayed once 
"U ilh her chaste joys, married again (scarce cool’d. 
The torches yet not out the yellow Hymen 
Lighted about the bed, the songs yet sounding) 
Marine’s young noble daughter Heliena, 

Whose mischief stands at door next. Oh, that 
recreant! 

Per. Oh, villain ! oh, most unmanly falsehood ! 
Nay, then, 1 see my letters were betraj^ed too. 
Oh, l am full of this, great with his mischiefs, 
Load-en and burst! Come, lead me to my lady. 
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Maria.'l cannotf sir; Lavall keeps her conceal’d : 
Besides, her griefs are such, she will see no man. 

Per. I must, and will go to her; I will see her : 
Theic be my friend, or this shall be thy furthest! 

{^Pnts his hand on his i^xc >rd, 
Maria. Hold, and I’ll help thee! But fiist you 
shall swear to me, 

As you are true and gentle, as you hate 
This beastly and base lord, where I shall place you, 
(Which shall be within sight) till I discharge you, 
Whate’er you see or hear, to^nake no motion. 
Per. I do, by Heaven ! 

Maria. Stay^here about the house then, 

Till it be later; yet, the time’s not perfect : 
There at the back-door I’ll attend you truly. 

Per. Oh, monstrous,monstrous, beastly villain i 

[E.iif, 

Jlfaria. How cross this falls, and from ail ex* 
pectation I 

And what the end shall be, Heaven only yet knows: 
Only I wish, and hope. But I forget still; 

Casta must be the bait, or all miscarries. [&//. 


SCENE V. 


The same. 


Enter Geniille, xiM a Torch^ Shalloon at a 

lVindoxi\ 

Gent. Holla, Shalloon! 

. ^hal. ^\'ho’s there ? 

1 
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Gent. A word from the duke, sir. 

Shal. Your pleasure ? 

Gent. Tell your lord he must to court straight. 
SJuiL He^s ill at ease; and prays he may be par- 

The occasions of this night. 

Gent. Belike he is drunk then. 

He must away ; the duke and his fair lady, 

The beauteous Hellena, are now at Cent; ^ 

Of whom she has such fortune in her carding, 
The duke has lost a thousand crowns, and swears, 
He will not go to bed, till by Lavall 
The tide of loss be turn’d again. Awake him! 

For ’tis the pleasure of the duke he must rise. 
Shal. Having so strict command, sir, to the 
contrary, 

I dare not do it: I beseech your pardon. 

Gent. Are you sure he is there } 

Shal. Yes. 

Gent. And asleep ? 

Shal. I think so. 

Gent. And aie you sure you will not tell him. 
Shalloon r 

Shal. Yes, very sure. 

Gent. Then I am sure, I will: 

Open, or I must force, 

Shal. Pray you stay ! he is not, 

Nor will not be this night: You may excuse it. 
Genl. I knew he was gone about some woman’s 
labour. 

As good a neighbour, though I say it, and as com 
fortable! 

Many such more we need, Shalloon. Alas, poor 
lady, 

* Ccw^.] This, from the context, is evidently a game at cards. 
.VOL. XI. G 
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Tliou art like to lie cross-legg’d to-night. Good 
monsieur, 

I will excuse your master for this once, sir, 

Because sometimes I have loved a wench myself 
too. 

Shal. ’Tis a good hearing, sir. 

Gent, But for your lie, Shalloon, 

If I had you here, it should be no good hearing; 

For your pate I would pummel. 

Shal. A fair good-night, sir ! [Exit, 

Gent. Good-night, thou noble knight, Sir Pan- 
darus! ’ 

!My heart is cold o’ th’ sudden, and a strange dull¬ 
ness 

Possesses all my body: Thy will be done, Heaven! 

[Exit, 


SCENE vr. 


A Room in the House xvith a Gallery* 


Enter Gabriella, Casta, and Maria with a 

Taper. 

Casta. ’Faith, friend, I was even going to my bed, 
"When your maid told me of your sudden sickness: 
But fiom my grave (so truly I love you) 

I think your name would raise me. You look ill 
Since last I saw you, much decay’d in colour; 
Yet, I thank Heaven, 1 find no such great danger 

s Sir IPandarus.l See Troilus and Cressida,—Jtccrf. 

1 
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As your maid frighted me withal: Take courage, 
And give your sickness course! Some grief you 
have got 

That feeds within upon your tender spirits, 

And, wanting open way to vent itself, 

Murders your mind, and chokes up all your sweet¬ 
ness. 

Gab, It was my maid’s fault, worthy friend, to 
trouble you. 

So late, upon so light a cause; yet, since I have you, 

Oh, my dear Casta- 

Casta. Out with it, i’ God’s name! 

Gab. The closet of my heart I will lock here,*^ 
wench. 

And things shall make you tremble.—Who’s that 
knocks there ? [^Knocking mthin, 

Maria. ’Tis Lavall. 

Gab. Sit you still!—Let him in.— 

T am resolved ; and, all you wronged women, 
You noble spirits, that, as I, have suffer’d 
Under this glorious beast, insulting man,’ 


^ The closet of my hearty I •will lock //ere, wench.'] It is raoje 
naluidl to read, 

-— I will unlock, •wenchj 

as ]\lr Sympsoii would read, and at first sight the same change or- 
curred to me; but the old reading is certainly sense, and a stionger 
sense, VIZ. That she would lock up all her secrets in Casta’s breast, 
which she must lay her hand on, or point to while she speaks.— 
Stuard. 

’ Under this glorious bcast*insulting man,] The coriection is 
very obvious, and would occui to any commentator. Seward fi*st 
conjectured the present reading, but did not understand it, as he 
ydaccs a semicolon after beast. Subsequently he received a most 
needless alteration from Sympson, {base hr beast,) and adopted it. 
This the editois of 1778 rejected, but still without undcistanding 
the context; they, as well as all the other commenliitois except¬ 
ing Mason, supposing the line to apply to Lavall alone, whereas 
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Lend me your causes, then your cruelties; 

For I must put on madness above women ! 

Casta. Why do you look so ghastly ? 

Gab. Peace ! no harm, dear. 

JEiiiter Lavall. 

Lav. There, take my cloak and sword.—Where 
is this banquet ? 

Maria. In the next room. 

Casta. How came he here ? Heaven bless me i 
Lav. Give me some wine, wench; fill it full, 

and sprightly- 

Gab. Sit still, and be not fearful. 

Lav. Till my veins swell, 

And my strong sinews stretch like that brave Cen¬ 
taur, 

That at the table snatch’d the biide away 
In spite of Hercules. 

Casta. I am betrayed ! 

Lav. Najq start not, lady! ’tis for you that I 
come, 

And for your beauty: ’Tis for you, Lavall 
Honours this night; to you, the sacred shrine, 

I humbly bow, offering my vows and prayers ; 

To you I live.— 

Gab. [To Maria.] In with the powder quickly ! 
—So ; that and the wine will rock you. 

Lav. Here ; to the health [Lria/cy. 

Of the most beauteous and divine fair Casta, 

The star of sweetness ! 

Gab. Fear him not; I’ll die first.— 

And who shall pledge you ? 

Lav. Thou shalt, thou tann’d gipscy! 


she evidently invokes the spirit of all women who have suffered 
under, or been betiayed by men. 
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And worship to that brightness give, cold Tartar 
By Heaven, you shall not stir! You are my mistress, 
The glory of my love, the great adventure, 

The mistress of my heart, and she my whore! 
Gab,^ Thou liest, base, beastly lord! drunker 
than anger, 

Thou soused lord, got by a surfeit, thou liest basely! 
Nay, stir not! I dare tell thee so.—;Sit you still.— 
If I be whore, it is in marrying thee, 

That art so absolute and full a villain, 

No sacrament can save that piece tied to thee. 
How often hast thou wooed, in those flatteries. 
Almost those very words, my constancy ? 

What goddess have I not been, or what goodness? 
What star, that is of any name in Heaven, 

Or. brightness ? which of all the virtues 
(But drunkenness, and drabbing, thy two morals) 
Have not I reach’d to? what spring was ever sweeter? 
WhatScythiansnow so white? what crystal chaster? 
Is not thy new wife now the same too ? Hang thee. 
Base bigamist, thou honour of ill women ! * 

Ca,sta. How’s this ? Oh, Heaven defend me ! 
Gab. Thou salt-itch, 

For whom no cure but ever-burning brimstone 
Can be imagined! 

Lav. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Gab. Dost thou laugh, thou breaker 
Of all law, all religion ? of all faith 


* Tiasc bigamistj thou honour of\\\ wowien.] Seward reads, 

--- Thou horror ^’all women: 

But iiONouii of ILL women may mean a man in request with 
pioblilutos; So, he is afterwards called SALT-z'tcA, &c. and imme¬ 
diately belore, Base bigamist.—VA. 1778. 

Seward’s alteration, which Mr Mason wishes to restore, is very 
tame, .and what is more, incorrect, for Lavall is far from being de¬ 
tested by all women. 
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Thou foul contemner ? 

Lmr, Peace, thou paltry woman!— 

And sit by me, sweet. 

Gab. By the devil ? 

Lav. .Come, 

And lull me with delights. 

Gab. It works amain now. [Aside^ 

Lav. Give me such kisses as the queen of sha¬ 
dows 

Gave to the sleeping boy she stole on Latmos; 
Lock round about,® in snaky wreaths close-folded, 
Those rosy arms about my neck, oh, Venus ! 

Gab. Fear not, I say. 

Lav* Thou admirable sweetness, 

Distil thy blessings like those silver drops. 

That, falling on fair grounds, rise all in roses; 
Shoot me a thousand darts from those fair eyes. 
And through my heart transfix ’em all. I’ll stand 
em; 

Send me a thousand smiles, and presently 
I’ll catch ’em in mine eyes, and by Love’s power 
Turn ’em to Cupids all, and fling ’em on thee. 
How high she looks, and heavenly!—More wine 
for me! 

Gab.. Give him more wine; and, good friend, 
be not fearful 1 

Lav. Here on my knee, thou goddess of delights, 
This lusty giape 1 offer to thy beauties : 

See, how it leaps to view that perfect redness 
That dwells upon thy lips ! now, how it blushes 
To be out-blush’d! Oh, let me feed my fancy ! 
And as I hold the purple god in one hand, 
Dancing about tbe brim and proudly swelling. 
Deck’d in the pride of Nature, young and blowing, 
So let me take fair Semele in the other. 

Look round about^ &c.] So all copies but first folio.— Ed. r/78. 
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And sing the loves of gods, then drink: their nec¬ 
tar’s * 

Not yet desired! 

Casta. Dh ! • 

Lon). Then, like lusty Tarquin, 

Turn’d into flames with Lucrece’ coy denials, 

His blood and spirit equally ambitious, 

I force thee for mine own. 

Casta. Oh, help me, justice! help me, my chas¬ 
tity I 

Lav. Now I am bravely quarried.^ 

Enter Perolot, above. 

Per. ’Tis my sister! 

Gab. No, bawdy slave, no, treacher, she is not 
carried. [Exit Casta. 

Per* She’s loose again, and gone. I’ll keep my 
place still. 

Maria. Now it works bravely. Stand! he can¬ 
not hurt you. 

Lav. Oh, my sweet love, my life 1 
Maria. He sinks. 

Lao. IMy blessing I [He falls down and sleeps* 
Maria. So ; now he is safe awhile. 

Gab. Lock all the doors, wench \ 

Then for my wrongs I 

Per. Now I’ll appear to know all. 

Gab. Be quick, quick, good Maria, sure and 
sudden. 

Per. Stay I I must in first. 

* - then drink their nectar^ 

Jsotyet desired.'] So Seward and the last editors absmdly read, 
and even without noticing the variation. The text is Irom both 
the fuhos. 

^^Quatucd.'] A term from falconry. A hawk was said to be 
on his quarry when he pursued his picy. 
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Gab, Oh, my conscience ! 

It is young Perolot! Ob, my stung conscience! 
It is my first and noblest love. 

Maria, Leave wond’ring, 

And recollect yourself: The man is living; 
Equally wrong’d as you, and by that devil. 

Per, *Tis most true, lady; your unhappy fortune 
I grieve for as mine own ; your fault forgive too, 
If it be one. This is no time for kisses : 

I have heard all, and known all, which mine ears 
Are crack’d a-pieces with, and my heart perish’d. 
I saw him in your chamber, saw his fury, 

And am a fire till I have found his heart out. 
What do you mean to do ? for I’ll make one. 

Gab. To make his death more horrid (for he 

shall (lie)- 

Per. He must, he must. 

Gab. We’ll watch him till he wakes. 

Then bind him, and then torture him. 

Per. ’Tis nothing! 

No; take him dead-drunk now, without repentance. 
His lechery inseam’d upon hira.^ 

Gab, Excellent 1 

Per. I’ll do it myself; and, when *tis done, pro¬ 
vide ye; 

For we’ll away for Italy this night. 


5 Take him dead-drunk, ^c.] This horrid sentiment seems to 
have been adopted from a similar one in Hamlet, \vhcic that 
prince, debating on the purposed death of the king, says, 

“ When he is drunk, asleep, or in his rage, 

Or in the incestuous pleasures of his bed. 

At gaming, swearing, or about some act 
That ha« no relish of salvation in't, 

Then trip him, that his heels may kick .at Heaven; 

And that his soul may be as damii'd and black, 

As Hell, whereto it goes.*'—-Reed. , 

The sentiment occurs in many other old plays. 
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Gah. We’ll follow through all hazards. 

Per. Oh, false lord, 

Unmanly, mischievous ! how I could curse thee ! 
But that hiir blasts thy fame : Have at thy heart, 
fool! 

Loop-holes I'll make enough to let thy life out. 
Lav. Oh ! does the devil ride me ? 

Per. Nay, then ! [Stabs him. 

Lav. Murder! 

Nay, then, take my share too. {^Stabs Perolot. 

Per. Help ! oh ! he has slain me. 

Bloody intentions must have blood. 

Jmv. Ha ! 

Per. Heaven- 

Gab. He sinks, he sinks, for ever sinks! Oh, 
Fortune! 

Oh, Sorrow! how like seas thou flow’st upon me ! 
Heie will I dwell for ever. Weep, Maria, 

Weep tliis young man’s misfortune. Oh, thou 
truest— 


Enter Spirit. 

Imv. What have I done ? 

Spirit. That that has mark’d thy soul, man. 
Lav. And art thou come again, thou dismal 
Spirit ? 

Spirit. Yes, to devour thy last. 

J^av. Mercy upon me ! 

Spirit. Thy hour is come; Succession, honour, 
pleasure, 

And all the lustre thou so long hast look’d for. 
Must here liavc end: Summon thy sins before thee. 
Lav. Oh, my affrighted soul! 

Spirit. There lies a black one ; 

Thy own best servant by thy own hand slain: 
Thy drunkenness procured it ; there’s another: 
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Tliink of fair GabricIIa! there she weeps; 

And such tears are not lost. 

Lffv, Oh, miserable! 

Spirit. Thy foul intention to the virtuous Casta. 
Lav. No more, no more, thou wildfire ! 

Spirit. Last, thy last wife, 

Think on the wrong she suffers. 

Lav, Oh, my misery ! 

Oh, whither shall I fly ? 

Spirit. Thou hast no faith, fool. 

Hark to thy knell! {Sings^ and vanishes. 

Lav. Millions of sins muster about mine eyes 
now; 

Murders, ambitions, lust, false faiths: Oh, Horror, 
Ill what a stormy form of death thou ridest now ! 
iMethinks I see all tortures, fires, and frosts, 
Deep-sinking caves, where nothing but Despair 
dwells. 

The baleful birds of night hovering about ’em; 

A grave, methinks, now opens, and a hearse, 
Hung with my arms, tumbles into it. Oh ! 

Oh, my afflicted soul! I cannot pray; 

And tlie least child, that has but goodness in him, 
May strike my head off, so stupid are my powers : 
Til lift mine eyes up though. 

Maria. Cease these laments ! 

They are too poor for vengeance: Lavall lives yet. 

Gab. Then thus 1 dry all sorrows from these eyes; 
Fury and rage possess ’em now! Damn’d devil! 
Lav. Ha! 

Gab. This for young Perolot! [Stabs him. 
Lav. Oh, mercy, mercy ! 

Gab. This for my wrongs ! 

Lav. Eut one short hour to cure me! 

Oh, be nt^r cruel! Oh! oh I \Knock within, 

Maria. iJark, they knock! 

Make haste, for Heaven’s sake, mistress! 
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Gab. This for Casta I [Stabs him again. 

Lav, Oh, oh, oh, oh! • [IJe dies, 

Maria, He's dead; come, quickly! let’s away 
with liim, 

Twill be too late else. 

Gab. Help, help, up to th’ chamber! 

[Exeunt with Lav all’s body. 

Enter Duke^ Hellena, Gentille, Casta, and 
Attendants^ xvith Lights. 

Duke. What frights are these ? 

Gent, I am sure here’s one past frighting-. 

Bring the lights nearer:—1 have enough already. 
Out, out, mine eyes!—Look, Casta. 

Lord. ’Tis young Perolot! 

Duke. When came he over?—Hold the gentle¬ 
woman ! 

She sinks; and bear her off. 

Casta. Oh, my dear brother ! [Exit. 

Gent. There is a time for all; for me, I hope too, . 
And very shortly. Murder’d ? 

[Gabkiella, Maria, xvith Lavall’s body^ 
above. 

Duke. Who’s above there ? 

Gab. Look up, and see. 

Duke. What may this mean ? 

Gab. Behold it; 

Behold the drunken murderer 
Of that young gentleman: behold the rankest, 
The vilest, basest slave that ever flourish’d 1 
Duke. Who kill’d him ? 

Gab. I; and there’s the cause I did it; 

Read, if your eyes will give you leave. 

[Throws down a paper. 


llel. Oh, monstrous! 
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Gab, Nay, out it shall: There, take this false 
heart to ye, [Throxvs down his heart. 
The base dishonour of a thousand women ! 

Keep it in gold, duke; *tis a precious jewel. 

Now to myself! for I have lived a fair age, 
Longer by some months than I had a mind to. 
Duke. Hold I 

Gab. Here, young Perolot, my first-contracted ! 
True love shall never go alone. [Stabs herself, 
Duke, Hold, Ciabriella! 

I do forgive all. 

Gab. I shall die the better. 

Thus let me seek my grave, and ray shames with 
me! 

Maria. Nor shalt thou go alone, my noble mis¬ 
tress : 

Why should I live, and thou dead ? [Stabs herself. 
Lord. Save the wench there ! 

Maria* She is, I hope; and all my sins here 
written. 

Duke. This was a fatal night. 

Gent. Heaven has his working. 

Which we cannot contend against. 

Duke, Alas I 

Gent. Your grace has your alas too. 

Duke, "Would "twere equal! 

For thou hast lost an honest noble child. 

Gent, Tis heir enough he has left, a good re¬ 
membrance.^ 

Duke. See all their bodies buried decently; 
Though some deserved it not I—How do you, lady ? 
Hel, Even, with your grace’s leave, ripe for a 
monastery; 

There will I wed my life to tears and prayers, 


^ ’Tis heir enough has lost a goui remembrance.'] Corrected' by 
Sympson. 
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And never know what man is more. 

Duke. Your pleasure.— 

How does the maid within ? 

Lord. She is gone before, sir, 

The same course that her lady^ takes. 

Gent And my course 

Shall be my beads at home, so please your grace 
To give me leave to leave the court. 

Duke. In peace, sir; 

And take my love along ! 

Gent. I shall pray for you. 

Duke. Now to ourselves : Retire we, and begin 
By this example to correct each sin ! 

\Ej;eunt. Flourish 


Eman. By this we plainly view the two im- 
posthumes 

That choak a kingdom’s welfare ; ease and wan¬ 
tonness ; 

In both of which Lavall was capital: 

For, hist, ease stole away his mind from honour. 
That active noble thoughts had kept still working; 
And then delivered him to drink and women, 
Lust and outrageous riot; and what their ends are, 
How infamous and foul, we see example. 
Therefore, that great man that will keep his name, 
And gain his merit out of Virtue’s schools. 

Must make the pleasures of the world his fools. 

[Flourish 


My /a</y.] Silently corrected in 1750. 
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The Triumph. 

Enter Musicians; next them, Perolot, with the 
wound he died with; then Gabriella /7«^/Maria, 
with their wounds ; after them^ four Furks with 
BanneretSy inscribedy Revenge, Murder, Lust, 
and Drunkenness, singing; next them, Lavall 
wounded; then a Chariot with Deaths drawn by 
the Destinies. [Flourish. 


Enter Prologue. 

Prol. From this sad sight ascend your noble eycy 
And see old TimCy helping triumphantlyy 
Helping his mastery Man: View here his mnities; 
And see his false friendsy like those glutted flies y 
Thaty ivhen they've suck'd theirfilly fall off, and fade 
From all remembrance of himy like a shade ! 

And lasty viexv a ho relieves him ! and that gonCy 
We hope your favour y and our play is done. 

[Flourisli. 
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THE 

TRIUMPH OF TIME. 

SCENE 1. 


A City. 


Enter Am THROVos, Desire, Vain-Delight, and 

Bounty. 

Anth. What hast thou done, Desire, and how 
employed 

The charge 1 gave thee, about levying wealth 
For our supplies ? 

Desire. I have done all, yet nothing ; 

Tried all, and all my ways, yet all miscarried: 
There dwells a sordid dulness in their minds, 
Thou son of Earth, colder than that thou art 
made of. 

I came to Craft; found all his hooks about him, 
And all his nets baited and set;^ his sly self 


at/ his hooks about hinij 

And all hs nets baited and set.^ JMr Syrapson says, that to 
bait and set nets is inaccurate, and therefore would have kooks and 
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And greedy Lucre at a serious conference, 

Which way to tie the world within the’r statutes: 
Business of all jsides^ and of all sorts swarming, 
Like bees broke loose in summer: I declared 
Your will and want together, both enforcing 
With all the power and pains I had, to reach him; 
Yet all fell short. 

Anth, His answer ? 

Desire. This he gave me : 

Your wants are never ending; and those supplies 
That came to stop those breaches, are ever lavish’d, 
Before they reach the main, in toys and trifles, 
Gewgaws, and gilded puppets. Vain-Delight, 

He says, has ruin’d you, with clapping all 
That comes in for support, on clothes and coaches, 
Perfumes and powder’d pates; and that your mis¬ 
tress. 

The lady Pleasure, like a sea, devours 
At length both you and him too. If you have 
houses. 

Or land, or jewels, for good pawn, he’ll hear you, 
And will be ready to supply occasions ; 

If not, he locks his ears up, and grows stupid. 
From him, I went to Vanity, whom I found 
Attended by an endless troop of tailors, 

Mercers, embroiderers, feather-makers, fumers,® 
All occupations opening like a mart, 

That serve to rig the body out with bravery; 

And through the room new fashions flew, like flics. 


nets change places; but nets are sometimes baited and set as well 
as hooks, as tor Cray fish, grigs, kc» so that the change is nut nc- 
cessar) .— Seward. 

^ Business ot all sides and of all sorts.] “ Of all sides’^ is the 
same in l^d language as on all sides. The explanation is only given 
because formet editors have conceived alterations to be requisite. 

^ Fumers.] i. e. Perfumers. 
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In thousand gaudy shapes; Pride waiting on her, 
And busily surveying all the breaches 
Time and decaying Nature had wrought in her, 
Which still with art she pieced again and strengths* 
ened: 

I told your wants; she shewed me gowns and head- 
tireSJ 

Embroider’d waistcoats, smocks seamed through 
with cut-works, 

Scarfs, mantles, petticoats, muffs, powders, paint- 

Dogs, moiikies, parrots, which all seem’d to shew me 
The way her money went. From her to Pleasure 
I took my journey. 

Antk, And what says our best mistress ? 

Desire. She danced me out this answer presently: 
Revels and masques had drawn her dry already. 

I met old Time too, mowing mankind down, 

Who says you are too hot, and he must purge you. 

A cold quietus! Miserable creatures, 

Born to support and beautify your master, 

The godlike Man, set here to do me service. 

The children of my will, why, or how dare ye, 
Cieated to my use alone, disgrace me ? 

Beasts have more courtesy ; they live about me, 
Offering their warm wool to the shearer’s hand 
To clothe me with, their bodies to my labouis; 
Nay, even their lives they daily sacrifice,, 

And proudly press with garlands to the altars, 

To fill the gods’ oblations. Birds bow to me, 
Striking their downy sails to do me service. 

Their sweet airs ever echoing to mine honour. 
And to my rest their plumy softs they send me. 
Fishes, and plants, and all where life inhabits. 

But mine own cursed kind, obey their ruler; 

» 

" Smocks seamed through Uiilh cut-vjorks.] See vol. II. p, 133. 
VOL, XI. H 



]14 


£0m PLAYS IN ONE. 


Mine have forgot me, miserable mine, 

Into whose stony hearts, neglect of duty, 
Squint-eyed Deceit and Self-love are crept closely! 
None feel ray wants ? not one friend with me ?‘ 
Desire, None, sir. 

Anth, Thou hast forgot, Desire, my best friend 
Flattery; • 

He cannot fail me. 

Delight. Fail ? he will sell himself, 

And all within his power, close to his skin first. 
Desire. I thought so too, and made him my first 
venture; 

But found him in a young lord’s ear so busy, 

So like a smiling shower pouring his soul 
In at his portals; his face in thousand figures, 
Catching the vain mind of the man: I pull’d him. 
But still he hung like biid-lime; spoke unto him; 
Ilis answer stiU was, “ By the lord, sweet lord,” 
And, By my soul, thou master-piece of honour!” 
Nothing could stave him off: He has heard your 
flood’s gone, 

‘ arc crept closely : 

2>>on€Jeel wy uants, not one mend with me. 

Dcbue, None^ sir The next line shews c\idcnlly that all 
the points heic \s(‘ic wrong. Ihe last line of Antliropns's speech 
should be disjoined from the foregoing, and be a question which 
Desiie ahould answer; but these were not the woist of the misuke 
in this passage, toi what is 

- - not one mend with me ^ 

Ou'' might foice a soit of sense out of it, but ^tis much more pro¬ 
bable mat it IS a mistake of the press, and that we should read 
cither, 

not one fi If nd a ith me ^ 
or, ■ ■■■■ - not one bdiiend mt 

The foimer is nearest the tmee of the letters, but the latter gives 
a more easy seiibC.— Sixiaid. 

The likelihood ofcoiuiption is a belter uulhoiity than the cu'Kit 
sense. 
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And on decaying things he seldom smiles, sir. 
Anth. Then here I break up state, and free my 
followers, 

Putting my fortune now to Time and Justice: 

Go seek new masters now; for Anthropos, 
Neglected by his fiiends, must seek new fortunes. 
Desire, to Avarice I here commend thee, 

Where thou may’st live at full bent of tby wishes. 
And, Vain-Delight, thou feeder of my follies, 
With light Fantastickness be thou in favour! 

To leave thee, Bounty, my most worthy servant, 
Troubles me more than mine own misery; 

But wemustpart; Go, plant thyself, my best friend, 
In honourable hearts that truly know thee. 

And there live ever like thyself, a virtue! 

But leave this place, and seek the country; 

For Law and Lust, like fire, lick all up here. 

Now none but Poverty must follow me, 

Despised patch’d Poverty; and we two married, 
Will seek Simplicity, Content, and Peace out, 

And live with them in exile. 

Enter Poverty. 

How uncall’d on 

My tiue fiiend comes ! 

Fov. Here hold thee, Anthropos! 

Thou art almost arrived at rest; * Put this on, 

A penitential robe, to purge thy pleasures ; 

Off with that vanity ! 

Anih, Here, Vain-Delight, 

And, with this, all my part to thee again 
Of thee I freely render. 

Fov, Take this staff now, 

And be more constant to your steps hereafter! 


* 'Hhou art almost arm’d at rest.l Amended by Sympson. 
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The staflf is Staidness of Affections.— 

Away, you painted flies, that with man’s summer 
Take life and heat, buzzing about his blossoms! 
When growing full, ye turn to caterpillars, 
Gnawing the root that gave you life. Fly, sha¬ 
dows ! [Ea^eunt Desire and Delight. 
Now to Content I’ll give thee, Anthropos, 

To Rest and Peace: No Vanity dwells there, 
Desire, nor Pleasure, to delude thy mind more; 
N o Flattery’s smooth- filed tongue snail poison thee. 

Jnth. Oh, Jupiter, if I have ever offer’d 
Upon thy burning altars but one sacrifice 
Thou and thy fair-eyed Juno smiled upon ; 

If ever, to thine honour, bounteous feasts. 

Where all thy statues sweet with wine and incense, 
Have by the son of Earth been celebrated; 

Hear me (the child of Shame now) hear, thou helper, 
And take my wrongs into thy hands, thou justice, 
Done by unmindful man, unmerciful, 

Against his master done, against thy order; 

And raise again, thou father of all honour. 

The poor, despis’d, but yet thy noblest creature! 
Raise from his ruins once more this sunk cedar, 
That all may fear thy power, and I proclaim it! 

[Ej^eufit, 
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SCENE ir. 


Olympus. 


Jupiter and Mercurf descend severally. Soft 

Music, 

• 

Jup, Ho, Mercury, my winged son! 

Merc. Your servant ^ 

Jup. Whose powerful prayers were those that 
reached our ears, 

Arm’d in such spells of pity now?* 

Merc. The sad petitions 

Of the scorned son of Earth, the god-like Anth- 
ropos; 

He that has swelFd your sacred fires with incense, 
And piled upon your altars thousand heifers; 

He that (beguiled by Vanity and Pleasure, 
Desire, Craft, Flattery, and smooth Hypocrisy) 
Stands now despised and ruined, left to Poverty. 

Jup. It must not be; he was not raised for ruin; 
Nor shall those hands heaved at my altars perish: 
He is our noblest creature. Flee to Time; 

And charge him presently release the bands 
Of Poverty and Want this suitor sinks in: 

Tell him, among the sun-burnt Indians, 

That know no other wealth but peace and pleasure, 
He shall find golden Plutus, god of riches, 

5 ATm*d in such spells of pity.] That is, spells to move compas- 
siop \ and is a more natural and poetical expression than spells of 
pietj/t which Seward proposes to read.—Jtfaron, 
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Who icily is adored, the innocent people 
Not knowing yet what power and weight he car¬ 
ries : 

Bid him compel him to his right use, honour, 

And presently to live with Anthropos. 

It is our will. Away! 

Mere. I do obey it. 

[Jupiter and Mercury ascend again. Music, 


SCENE III. 


A Savage Counirif, 


• Enter Plutus, mth a Troop of Indians singing and 
dancing wildly about lim, and bowing to him; 
which endedy enter Time. 

Time. Rise, and away ! ’tis Jove’s command. 
Plutus. I will not! 

Ye have some fool to furnish now; some Midas, 
That to no purpose I must choak with riches. 
Who must 1 go to ? 

Time, To the son of Earth; 

He wants the god of wealth. 

Plutus. Let him want still 1 
I was too lately with him, almost torn 
Into ten thousand pieces by his followers : 

I could not sleep, but Craft or Vanity 
Were filing off ray fingers; not eat, for fear 
Pleasure would cast herself into my belly, 

And there surprise my heart. 
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Time. These have forsaken him ; 

Make haste then! thou must with me. Be not 
angry, 

For fear a greater auger light upon thee. 

Flatus. I do obey then; But will change my 
figure; 

For when I willingly befriend a creature, 

Goodly and full of gloty I shew to him ; 

But when I am compelled, old and deciepid, 

I halt and hang upon my staff. 1 aiewell, friends! 
I will not be long from ye: All my sci vauts 
I leave among ye still, and my chief iiches. 

\Ejceunt Indians^ with a Dame* 
Oh, Time, what innocence dwells here, what good¬ 
ness ! 

They know me not, nor hurt me not, yet hug me. 
Away! I’ll follow thee: But not too fast, Tune! 

\^Exeunt, 


SCENE IV. 


A Roclixj Country, 


Enter Anthropos, Honesty, Simplicity, Hu¬ 
mility, ^and Poverty. 

Humil Man, be not sad; nor let this divorce 
From Mundus, and his many ways of pleasure, 
Afflict tliy spirits ! which, considered rightly, 
With inward eyes, makes thee arrive at happy. 

Fov, For now what danger or deceit can reach 
• thee ? 
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What matter left for Craft or Covetize 

To plot against thee ? what Desire to burn thee? 

Hon. Oh, son of Earth, let Honesty possess thee! 
Be as thou wast intended, like thy Maker; 

See through thosegaudy shadows, that, likedreams, 
Have dwelt upon thee long; call up thy goodness, 
Thy mind and man within thee, that lie ship¬ 
wrecked ; 

And then how thin and vain these fond affections, 
How lame this worldly love, how lump-like, raw, 
And ill-digested, all these vanities 
Will shew, let Reason tell thee ! 

Simpl. Crown thy mind 

With that above the world’swealth, joyfulsuffering, 
And truly be the master of thyself, 

Which is the noblest empire! and there stand 
The thing thou wert ordained, and set to govern! 
Pov* Come, let us sing the world s shame: Hear 
us, Anthropos! 

Song: And then enter Time and Plutus. 

Hon. Away! we are betray’d. 

[Exeunt all but Poverty. 
Time. Get thou too after, 

Thou needy bare companion ! go for ever. 

For ever, 1 conjure thee. Make no answer! 

[Exit Poverty. 

Anth. What mak’st thou here, Time ? thou that 
to this minute 
Never stood still by me } 

Time. I have brought thee succour; 

And now, catch hold, I am thine: The god of 
riches 

(Compell’d by him that saw thy miseries. 

The ever-just and wakeful Jove) at length 



THE TRIUMPH OF TIME. m 

Is come unto thee; use him as thine own ; 

For ’tis the doom of Heaven, he must obey thee. 
Antli. Have I found pity then ? 

Time. Thou hast, and justice 
Against those false seducers of thine honour. 
Come, give him present helps ! [Exit Time. 

Industey and the Arts discovered. 

Flatus, Come, Industry, 

Thou friend of life! and next to thee, rise, Labour! 

[Plutus stamps^ Labour rises. 
Rise presently; and now to your employments! 
But first conduct this mortal to the rock. 

[They carry Anthropos to a rock^ and fall 
a-digging. 

What see’st thou now ? 

[Plutus strikes the rock^ and flames fly out, 
Anth, A glorious mine of metal.— 

Oh, Jupiter, my thanks! 

Plutus, To me a little. 

Anth, And to the god of wealth, my sacrifice! 
Plutus, Nay, then I am rewarded. Take heed 
now, son, 

You are afloat again, lest Mundus catch you ! 
Anth, Never betray me more 1 
Plutus. I must to India, 

From whence I came, where my main wealth lies 
buried. 

And these must with me. Take that book and 
mattock,'^ 

And, by those, know to live again f 

[Exeunt Plutus, Industry, Labour, %c, 

* Take that book and fnattock,'\ Mr Sympson would read hook 
and mattock as the two einblenas of industry ; but knowledge and 
virtye* being as necessary to Anthropos as industry, 1 understand 
book as an emblem of tl^m.—jSezfart/. 
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Anth I shall do. 

Enter Fame, sounding. 

Fame, Through all the world the fortune of 
• great Anthropes 
Be known and wonder’d at; his riches envied. 

As far as sun or time is ; his power fear’d too! • 

{Exeunt, Music, 

Filter Delight, Pleasure, Craft, Lucre, Va¬ 
nity, Ss'C, dancing (and masqued) towards the 
Rocky offering service to Anthropos. Mercury 
from above. Music heard. One half of a Cloud 
drawUy Singers are discovered; then the other half 
drawn, Jupiter seen in glory, 

Merc, Take heed, weak man! those are the sins 
that sunk thee ; 

Trust ’em no more; Kneel, and give thanks to 
Jupiter. 

Anth. Oh, mighty power ! 

Jup, Unmask, ye gilded poisons !— 

Now look upon ’em, son of Earth, and shame ’em; 
Now see the faces of thy evil angels; 

Lead ’em to Time, and let ’em fill his triumph! 
Their memories be here forgot for ever. 

Anth. Oh, just, great god ! how many lives of 
service. 

What ages only given to thine honour, 

What infinites of vows and holy prayers 
Can pay my thanks ? 

Jup. Rise up ! and, to assure thee 
That never more thou shalt feel want, strike Mer¬ 
cury, 

Strike him; and by that stroke he shall for eyer 
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Live in that rock of gold, and still enjoy it. 

Be*t done, I say! Now sing in honour of him. 

SONG. 

Enter the Triumph. Firsty the Musicians .* Then 
Vain-Delight, Pleasure, Craft, Lucre, Va¬ 
nity, and other of the Vices: Then a Chariot with 
the Person of Time sitting in it^ drazvn by four 
Personsy representing Hours, singing. 

[Exeunt, Flourish. 


Eman. By this we note, sweetheart, in kings 
and princes, 

A weakness, even in spite of all their wisdoms. 
And often to be mastered by abuses; 

Our natuies here described too, and what humours 
Prevail above our reasons to undo us : 

But this the last and best: When no friend stands, 
The gods are merciful, and lend their hands. 

[Flourish. Exeunt^ 



EPILOGUE. 


N^ow as the husbandman, whose costs and pain. 
Whose hopes and helps, He buried in his grain. 
Wailing a happy spring to npen full 
His long'd-for harvest to the reaper’s pull. 

Stand we expecting (having sown our ground 
With so much charge, the fruitfulness not found) 

The harvest of our labours : For we know 
You aie our spring; and when you smile we grow. 
Nor change oor pain shall bind us from your pleasures, 
So you but lend your hands to fill our measures! 
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THE 

HONEST MAN^S FORTUNE. 


The Honest Man’s Fortune,” as Mi IMalone observoa,^ 
though It appealed first in the tolio, ]()47, was one ol th' few 
piecc-j 111 ill it collection, which were the joint pioduction of ikau- 
inoiit and riilchci. It was first perfoiincd at the Globe tlicatie 
in llic )edi 1613, Luo jeais bctoie the death ot IJcaiiniont.” In 
the in inusciipt of bii Henry llerbeit, master ot the re\el>', we 
Ii i\e the tollowinn eiitiy ot license .* “lor the kin/s tompany. 
An olde ])lay, called The Honest Man’s lortune, the orij^uia! be¬ 
lli^ lost, was re-allowed by race at Mi Tavlor's inlrcatj, and on 
conaiiion to give nice a booke, [The Aicadia,] this S lebiua. 
10^4.” Upon which Mr Malone leinarks, I’he manuseiipt ot 
'Ihe IIoiKsL M in’s hoi tune lies now befoie wte, and is dated 1013. 
It was th leloie piobably the joint pioducliuii of IVauniont and 
rietchti. 'Ihis piece was acted at the Globe, and the cop^ which 
liaa been licensed by bn GcorFf Buck, was without doubt d( stio)- 
e'd liy the lire which consumed that theatie in iheyeai l6l > 'liie 
allowed copv of The Wintci’s laic was probably dcjtioyed il tin* 
same lime." The t ict is thus fully cstablis ed, that tins comeely 
was written by our authois eonjeliiitl}. Piobably ihe gieatei part 
w I the woik ol Be lurnont; I le foui first acts display few maiks 
of 1 IttchiI’s I f'e iliui'ies ot versihcation ; whereas the filth uCt 
beais evident maiks yi being lint poet’s, who, as has been ob- 
itived, uses a 1 n greater propeuion ot double terminations than 


' Ht.^ vry of t' e English St i^e, apu I Reed’s Shakspcarc, III. 2f 4, 
IbJ. p '19. 
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almost any contemporary dramatist. In the greater part of the 
other acts they occur very sparingly indeed. 

The present comedy is a highly interesting one, and contains 
great beauties of language and sentiment; and the utter neglect 
which it has so long experienced is little creditable to public taste, 
or to those who cater for it. The story is intricate, yet well told ; 
and the adventitious under-plots contribute their full share to the 
interest of the piece. The jealousy of the Duke of Orleans and his 
violence ; the honesty of Montague and his calm firmness of tem¬ 
per ; and the youthful attachment of Veraraour to him, render these 
characters highly interesting, as well as the patient suffering nature 
of the Duchess, and the independent spirit of Lamira. Laverdine 
and La-Poop aie faithful portraits of the cowardly sharpeis of the 
day ; and Maliicorn exhibits a good instance of the sharking ci¬ 
tizens, who fell so frequently under the lash of the contemporary 
dramatists. 

Tor the plot of Lamira choosing Montague for her husband 
'when he was in adversity, and least expected such a choice, 
Langbaine refers to Hey wood's History of Women, 1657? Book 
IX. p. 641. But our poets took the story from some older source, 
as that work did not appear till l624>. 

The following is Heywood's story, from the edition of his work 
printed in l624, (p. 459 0““** A civille gentleman (within me- 
morie) in the heat of summer, having beene walking alone in the 
fields, contemplating with himselfe, and returning backe, not the 
same way he went out, but through another part of the subuibes, 
to which he was a mere stranger, and finding himselfe extremely 
athirst, hce stepped into the first house that lairelyest offered it¬ 
self to him, and called for a cup of beere, seating himself in the 
fiist roome next to the street. lie had not well wiped the sweat 
fioin his face with* his handkcrchiefe, but two or three young 
wenches came skittishly in and out of the roome; who, seeing him 
a man of fashion, and therefore likely to be of meanes, they thought 
to make of him some bootie, being (it seemes) set on by the gran- 
dara of the house ; for, as it prooved, it was a common brothel- 
house. The youngest and handsomest amongst the rest was put 
upon him, who entreated him not to be seeue below where cuene 
porter, carman, and common fellow came to drinke, but to take 
a more conuenieut and retired roomc. The gentleman suspecting 
the place (as it was indeed) to be no better than it should be, and 
being willing to see some fashions, tooke her gentle proffer, and 
went with her up the sttiyres : where they two being alone, (and 
a bed in the roomc,) beere being brought up, shee began to oiler 
him more than common courtesie; being so farre from modeslie, 
that shee almost prostituted herself unto him. Which hee appre¬ 
hending, asked her in plaine tearmes, if these were not meerc pro- 
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vocation§ to incite him unto lust ? which shee as plainely confessei]« 
To whom he replyed, That, since it was so> he was most willing 
to accept of her kind proffer ; onely for modestie sake, hee desi¬ 
red her to shew him into a darker roome. To which shee assented, 
and leads him from one place to another; but he still told her 
that none of all these was darke enough : insomuch, that she be¬ 
gan at length somewhat to distaste him, because in all that time 
he had not made unto her any friendly proffer. At length shee 
brought him into a closb narrow roome, with nothing but a loope- 
hole for light, and told him, Sir, unlesse you goe into the coale¬ 
house, this is the darkest place in the house: How doth it please 
you ? To whom he answered, Unlesse (thou strumpett) thou canst 
bring mee to a place so palpably tenebrious, into which the eyes 
of Heaven cannot pierce and see me, thou canst not persuade me 
to an act so detestable before God and good men : For cannot he 
that sees into the hearts and reines of all, behold us here in our 
wickednesse ? And, further proceeding, told her the heynousnesse 
of her sinne towards God, that her prostitution was in sight of hint 
and his angels, and the e'l^rlasting punishment thereto belonging. 
Or, if (irreligious as sh^e was) shee held these but dreames and 
fables, hee bad her consider her estate in this world, and what her 
best could be,—>a whore: the name odious, the profession abomin¬ 
able; despised of the indifferent, but quite abandoned of those 
confirmed in virtue: That shee was in herselfe but a meere le- 
prosie, to destroy herselfe and infect others, a slnke of sinne and 
diseases. Or, if her extraordinarie good fortune were such to es¬ 
cape the spittle and the surgeon, yet'shee was a continuall vassall 
to everie constable and beadle, never certaine of her lodging, if 
not in the stocks, in the cage, but the chiefest of her hopes in 
Bridewell, &c* To c'onclude, hee read unto her so strict and aus¬ 
tere a lecture concerning her base and debosht life, that, from an 
impudent strumpet, hee wrought her to be unrepentant convertite. 
Her brasen forehead melted at his fierie zeale, and all those skales 
of immodestie (like a maske plucked off) fell from her face, and she 
appeared to him in her former simple and innocentious life. When 
further questioning with her of her birth and countrey, she freely 
confessed unto him, That she was borne in the north countrey, 
her fa^er, a gentleman once of faire revenue ; but being impo¬ 
verished by peevish suites in Idw, her mother first, ppd hee (whe¬ 
ther by age or griefe shee knew not) soone after died. Shee being 
an orphan and left distressed, loth to begge of those whom her 
parents had befpre reliev^ed, finding charltie there cold, and willing 
rather to appeare where than where she was fcnowne, sold such 
small things as shee-had to come up to London with the carriers; 
where shee was no sooner alighted at her iqne, but shee was hyred 
by till's bawd, (altogether unacquamtedr^1(|f{k her base coqrse of 
VOL. XI, I 
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life,) who, by degrees, trained her to such base prostitution: but 
withall, protested with teares, that course of life was hateful unto 
her; and, had shee any friend or kinsman that could propose her 
any meanes to relinquish that trade, which in her soulc she detest¬ 
ed, she would become a new woman, desiring that one moneth of 
her loudnessc might be forgot; for from that houre she protested 
chastitie all her life-time after. Her apparent teares and seeming 
penitence much perswading with the gentjeman, he protested, If 
it lay in him, he would otherwise dispose of her according to her 
wishes ; and withall, charging her, That if hee sent unto her with¬ 
in two or three dayes with money to acquit her of the house, that 
shee should attyre herselfe as modestly as shee could possibly, not 
bringing witli her any one ragge that belonged to that abominable 
house, or any borrowed garment in which she had offended, but 
instantly repaire unto him at his first sending: and this being 
agreed betwixt them, for that time they parted. The gentleman, 
wonderous caiefiill of his undertaking, (because shee was now his 
new creature,) came to a matron-like i>ent]ewoman,.a kinswoman 
of his afarre off, (with whom and her husband bee had lamiliar 
acquaintance, and by that meanes daily accessc to her house, who 
had prettie fine children, and were of a faire revenue,) and told 
her there was a civile maid (a kinswoman of his latel) come out 
of the country) who wanted a service, whom, if she wished to en- 
tertaine, it might proove a great goode to her, and no lesse cour- 
tesie to him. Biiefely, the motion was accepted, shee sent for ac¬ 
cording to appointment, and (after hee had tutored her in all 
things which shee should answere) accepted and entertained. Her 
modest behaviour and faire carriage, with her tender love and dili¬ 
gence about the children, woon her in short time a good opinion 
of her maister, a greater affection from her mistresse, and a ge¬ 
neral love of the whole household; insomuch, that within lesse 
than a yeeie, she was raysed from a chambermaid to be waiting- 
gentlewoman,' and the onely bosome-friend of her mistresse: who, 
falling sicke, even to death, readie to expire her last, so much 
doted on her new servant, that shee sent for her husband, and be¬ 
sought him (if it stood with his good-likiiig so to dispose of hira- 
selfe) after her decease, to make that woman his wife and mother 
to his children; for one more loving and careful I he should not 
finde and search^^England thorow and thorow. The gentlewoman 
soone after dyes, hee is left a widower, and the charge of the whole 
house committed to our new convertile, with the bringing up of 
his children; which shee executed with such fidelitie, that hee 
casting a more curious eye upon her youth and beautie, and with¬ 
all remembering his wives last words, not knowing for the present 
how better to dispose of jtiimselfe, (lime, place, and opportunjtie, 
all things furthering hoir'preferment,) he contracted himself unto 



( 131 ) 

m 

her, and they were soone after married. But before any of these 
late passages happened, t must remember you, that instantly upon 
the preferment of this young woman, the gentleman who i>rought 
her this fortune adventured all his meaiius upon a voyage which 
miscarried, (for the shippe wherein he sayled was taken by the 
Spaniard, and he almost a twelvemonth kept prisoner in Lisbone.) 
But at length (by what mcanes 1 know not) being ransomed, he 
came for this countrey, but so poorely and dejected, that hec was 
ashamed to shew himselfe to any of bis friends : for having tryed 
some, and finding their charitie cold, bee was loth to make pruufe 
of the rest; insomuch, that hee walked by owle-light, without a 
cloake, and scarce had honest ragges to cover him fi om naked- 
nesse, or hide him from shame. It happened, that just upon his 
returne the old gentleman died too, and left her possessed of eight 
hundred a yeere during the minoritie of the childien, but the 
thirds howsoever : and withall, (so great and good opinion he had 
of her,) that he made her full executor. Now, just as slice follow¬ 
ed the hearse to the church, (having diverse suitors before her hus¬ 
bands bodie was scarce cold,) this gentleman by chance commi'ig 
by, like the picture of the prodygail, (as 1 before related him to 
you,) shee casting her eye aside, had espyed him, and presently 
appiehrnded him to be the man he was; and, whispering a servant 
in the ear (willing to be truly satisfied) bad him fall into discourse 
with him, to enquire his name, his lodging, with other questions, 
as she directed him, and so proceeded to the funeral, but in any 
case to speak nothing as from her. The servant fell‘ off from the 
trayne, and did as be was commanded, and, without suspicion of 
him that was questioned, brought her true word how all things 
stood. The next morning (by her appointment) came a gentle- 
miin very early to his lodging, (shee having taught him his lesson 
before hand,) who desired to speak with him, and first asked him 
bis name, which (though loth) he told him : the other proceeded^ 
that if lie were the same man he pretended, he had heard of his 
worth and noble qualities, and witball of his casualties at sea; and, 
not willing that any gentleman should groan beneath so great a 
burthen, told him there was a hundred pounds, bad him furnish 
himselfe with apparell and other necessaries, and so was ready to 
take his leave. The other, extasied with so great a coUrtesie from 
a stranger whom hee had not scene before, enforced him backe to 
know what reasons he had to be so charitable, entreating him to 
consider wbat hope he bad of future satisfaction, or at least to re¬ 
solve him what securitie he demanded. Tbe^other answered, That 
for the first his courtship was grounded upon his worth ; his satis¬ 
faction was in bis acknowledgment; and,his security, in that he 
kne':v liim honest, and told him some tbr^ days after he would 
call upon him, when he was habited like hthiselfe, to entreate bis 
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further acquaintance, and so presently left him ; but troubled iu 
his mind above wonder to receive such bounty from a man un¬ 
known, when all bis kindred and familiar friend 9 were ashamed of 
bis acquaintance; yet took the benefit of the present occasion, and 
suited himself according to bis former, not his present fortunes. 
When the gentleman came according to promise, he seemed glad 
to sec this present alteration, and witball, entreated him to walk 
abroad with him to dinner: hee (who could not denie him any 
thing) seemed willingly to assent, not once demanding whither. In 
the meane time, the late widow had provided a great feast, whi¬ 
ther sbee bad invited all her suitors, (who were not few,) this gen¬ 
tleman whom shee had employed (and knew no iurther of her 
mind) being one of the chiefest. Meat was upon the table, guests 
ready to sit downe; now the last that came in were the two new 
friends lately Tomembred : In comes the widow to bid them all 
welcome. This new>made>up gentleman, ignorant of whatsoever 
had before happened, demanded of his friend, If there were not 
such a woman ? who briefely told him all: How she came a 
stranger to the house, and what a fortune by her good demeanour 
shce had in a short time purchased ; that shee was now a widow, 
had such and such meanesleft, and allormost>of these gentlemcu 
(and himsclfe amongst the rest) were suitors, and that their hope was 
this day shee would make choyse of a husband. Whatsoever he 
thought he said nothing for the present. The widowes turne was 
to place everie man according to his degree, or at least to her own 
fancie: this new gentleman was neglected, and the stooles being 
furriahed, left standing at a bay-window : shee tooke place at the 
tables end, onely leaving her husband's ehaire emptic, when sud- 
dcnlic starting up, Methinks, saith shee, some one in this rooms 
might well be spared, for we have more guests than stooles. I'he 
gentleman at these wordes bit his lip, and was intreated to sit downe 
by his friends; but whilst they were straining curtesie, she pro¬ 
ceeded, Is this a suitor too ? lio question some that either hath 
borrowed his clothes or ingaged all his credit for this one new suit 
in hope to ^ain the widow ; but women are now-a-daies growne 
more warrie. By whose a^iquaintance came he hither? Mine, 
answered his friend : Then, saith shee, perhaps he wants a dinner, 
and hath not mony to pay for his ordinarie: Well, he may sit 
downe amongst the rest; some of you there make him some small 
elbowe roome. The words made him wish himselfe againe pri¬ 
soner at Lisbonc, or any where, save where he was. This was 
sport to the rest, but torture to him, who much blamed her in¬ 
gratitude, yet, arming him with patience, (the rather for his friends 
sake*who brought him thither,) he sate downe silent with an ill 
stomache, eating as little as he spake. All were merrie the 
table; some of them making him their.mirtbj the rather to please 
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her. A health went round to the widow's next husband: Ail 
pledged it gl^lly, hee enforcedly. At length rising from herstoole, 
JMethinks, saith shee, we are all merrie, onely that gentleman at 
the lower end of the table is melancholie : but I know the reason, 
it is perhaps because he is placed so low ; but if that be his dis¬ 
ease, I have for it a present remedie: When, walking to him where 
he sat, shee pluckt him by the sleeve, desiring him to remoove, 
lor she had another place for him, VVho» desiring her to torment 
him no further, refused to rise: but she would needes enforce him, 
the rest likewise perswading, as wondering what farther sport shee 
would make of him, WcU, saitb he, 1 am this day yours, but will 
be mine owne ever after: and so being drawne to the upper end 
ot the chamber like a bear to the stake, where her husband's 
chayre stoode emplie; Now, sir, saith shee, (with a more serioUs 
countenance than before,) my new husband, sit here in my old 
husband's chayre, and bid these your guests welcome. Still he 
fretted, and they laughed as bciore; when shee, craving pardon 
for so abusing his patience, openly protested, That this meeting 
was only for his sake, and to make them witnesses of their present 
contract; for if he refused her to wife, she vowed never to have 
other husband, acknowledging that all her fortunes (next to the 
Divine Providence) came by his goodnesse, (omitting the former 
circumstances,) and that she knew no way better to expresse her 
gratitude, than to coiiferre them on him, by which they first came. 
Jhus the close proved better than the tegiiiiiing, and the banquet 
ol sweetmeats made amend for the harsh feast j lor they found 
this last (of all the other passages) to be onely serious. They were 
then contracted, (the suitors witnesses,) and sOone after mairied. 
And thus his virtue and her conversion had one joint reward." 

On comparing this tale (which the poets must have met with in 
some work more ancient than that of lieywood) with the play, it 
will appear that they have very judiciously omitted the former 
part entirely, and have varied other circumstances, so as to render 
It proper for a dramatic composition, 



DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 


Duke of Orleans, a spleenful detracting lord. 

Earl of Amiens, brother-in law to Orleans^ a noble 
accomplhhed gentleman^ servant to Lamira. 
Montague, the Honest Man. 

followers of Montague. 

Vei amour,* the loving and loyal page of Montague. 
Laveiflinc, a knavish courtier. 

La-Poop, a foisting sea-captain.* 

Malicorn, a sharking citizen^ 

Iwo Lawyers. 

Two Creditors. 

Officers. 

Servants. 

Duchess of Orleans, a virtuous lady ^ and chaste {but 
suspected) wife to the Duke, 

Lamira, a modest virgin, rich and noble. 

Charlotte, Lamirds xvoman. 

SCENE —Paris and the neighbouring Country. 

The principal Actors were, 

Nath. Field, Joseph Taylor. 

Rob. Benheld. Will. Eglestone. 

Emanuel Read. ' Thomas Basse. 

Fol. 167*;. 


' Voramer.'l So this name has been generally wrote in all the 
e(liti(>nt>, only in one scene it is spelt Veramor, and in another Ve- 
tanwui ; the one being a Latin, the other a French compound- 
woid signifying true love. One of these, therefore, was undoubt* 
cdly the tine name, which so well expresses the character. I have 
piefeired the former.—Seaicrd. 

Being a French story, the latter seems to be preferable—Ed. 

* A foisting Qaptain,'\ To foist was to lie, gull, cheat. 
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HONEST MAN’S FORTUNE. 


ACT r. SCENE I. 

Paris, Before the Hall of Justice, 


Enter Orleans and Amiens, at several Doors. 

Ami, Morrow, my lord of Orleans I 
OrL You salute me like a stranger. 

Brother Orleans were, to me, a title more 
Belonging whom you call the husband of 
Your sister. 

Ami. ’Would the circumstances of 
Your brotherhood had never offer’d cause 
To make our conversation less familiar I 
I meet you like a hindrance in your way! 

Your great law-suit is flow upon the tongue. 
And ready for a judgment* 

Ofl. Came you from 
The hall now ? 
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A7?iL Without stay. The court is full; 

And such a press of people does attend 
The issue, as if some great man were brought 
To his arraignment. 

OrL Every mother’s son 
Of all that multitude of hearers^ went 
To be a witness of the misery 
Your sister’s fortunes must have come to, if 
My adversary, who did love her first, 

Had been her husband. 

Ami, The success may draw 
A testimony from them, to confirm 
The same opinion; but they went prepared 
With no such hope or purpose. 

Orl, And did you 

Entreat the number of them that arc come, * 
With no such hope or purpose ? 

Ami. Tush ! your own 
Experience of my heart can answer you. 

Orl. This doubtful makes me clearly understand 
Your disposition. 

Ami, If your cause be just, 

I wish you a conclusion like your cause. 

Orl. I can have* any common charity 


5 And did you 

Entreat the number of them that are come.] That is, Did yoa 
mk their number* Mr Mason would read—'cncreasc. 

* I can havCf &c.] This speech is obscure, and has been still 
further obscured by the bad pointing. The sense is this : Amiens 
having wished Orleans success if his cause be just, Orleans replies, 
“ that such a wish might proceed from any common acquaintance, 
but a friend would wish a friend success in all his undertakings; 
for he, who confines his good wishes to precise justice, is seldom 
sincere in them."—Ed. 1778* 

Mason is jMitisfied with this explanation, but not with the text, 
which he jj^!!9|K>5es to alter thus, 

I can from any common charity 
Have such a prayer. 
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To such a prayer: From a friend I would 
Expect a love to prosper in, without 
Exceptions; such a love as might make all 
My undertakings thankful to*t: Precisely just 
Is seldom faithful in our wishes to 
Another man’s desires. Farewell! 

E7ittr Montague, Dubois, Longueville, and 

Veramour. 

Dubois* Here comes your adversary’s brother- 
in-law- 

Long* The lord of Amiens. 

Dubois, From the hall, I think. 

Ami, I did so. Save your lordship! 

Mont, That’s a wish. 

My lord, as courteous to my present state. 

As ever honest mind was thankful for; 

For now my safety must expose itself 
To question: Yet to look for any free 
Or hearty salutation, sir, from you. 

Would be unreasonable in me. 

Ami, Why? 

Mont, Your sister is my adversary’s wife; 

That nearness needs must consequently draw 
Your inclination to him. 

Ami, I will grant 

Him all the nearness his alliance claims; 

And yet be nothing less impartial. 

My lord of Montague. 

Mont, Lord of Montague yet; 

But, sir, how long the dignity or state 

This IS, no uoubt, more plainly expressed, but the text means, ac¬ 
cording to old phraseology, simply—** I can get any man of com¬ 
mon, charity to such a prayer, that is, to pray such a pia>er for 
me.’' 
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Belonging to it will continue, stands 
Upon the dangeious passage of this hour; 

Either for evermore to be confirmed, 

Or, like the time wherein ’twas pleaded, gone; 
Gone with it, never to be call’d again ! 

Ami, Justice direct jour process to the end! 
To both your persons iny respect shall still 
Be equal; but the righteous cause is that 
Which bears my wishes to the side it holds: 
Wheievcr, may it prosper! 

Mont. Then my thanks^ 

Are proper to you: If a man may raise 
A confidence upon a lawful ground, 

I have no reason to be once perplex’d 
With any doubtful motion. Longueville, 

That loid of Amiens (didst observe him ?) has 
A woithy nature in him. 

Long. Either ’tis 
His nature, or his cunning. 

Mont. That’s the vizard 
Of most men’s actions, whose dissembled lives 
Do carry only the similitude 
Of goodness on ’em ; but for him, 

Honest behaviour makes a true report 
What disposition does inhabit him, 

Essential Virtue. 

Long. Then ’tis pity that 
Injurious Orleans is his brother. 

Dubois. He’s but his brother-in-law. 

Long, Law r that’^ as bad. 

Dubois. How is your law as bad? I rather wish 
The hangman»thy executor, than that 
>Equivocatioii^should be ominous. 

^ Then mg thanks^ &c.] This is also rather obscure, but signi¬ 
fies, ** If y<ov wish well to the just cause, you deserve luy tljaiiki, 
for mine is the rightful side.”—Eid. 1778. . 
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Enter two Lawyers and two Creditors, 

Long. Some of your lawyers ! 

1 Laxv, What is ominous ? 

2 Law. Let no distrust trouble your lordship’s 

thought! 

1 Law. The evidences of your questioned land 
Ha’ not so much as any literal 

Advantage in ’em to be made against 
Your title. 

2 Laxc. And your counsel understands 
The business fully. 

1 Law. They are industrious, just- 

2 Laxv. And very confident. ' 

1 Law. Your state endures 
A voluntary trial; like a man 
Whose honours are maliciously accused. 

2 Law. The accusation serves to clear his cause— 

1 Laxv. And to approve his truth more. 

2 Law. So shall all 

Your adversary’s pleadings strengthen your 
Possession. 

1 Law. And be set upon record, 

To witness the hereditary right 
Of you and yours. 

2 Law, Courage ! you have the law. 

Long. And you, the profits. 

Mont. If discouragement' 

Could work upon me, your assurances 
Would put me strongly into heart again: 

But I was never fearful; and let Fate 
Deceive my expectatjon, yet I am 
Prepared against dejection ! 

1 Cred. So are we. 

2 Cred. We have received a comfortable hope 
That all will speed well. 



140 


THE HONEST MAN'S fA ct L 

Ijong* What is he, Dubois ? 

Dubois, A creditor. 

Long, I thought so; for he speaks 
As if he were a partner in his state. 

Mont, Sir, I am largely indebted to your loves-^ 
Long, More to their purses. 

Mont, Which you shall not lose. 

1 Cred, Your lordship- 

Dubois. That's another creditor. 

1 Cred, Has interest in me. 

Long, You have moj*e of him, 

1 Cred, And I have had so many promises 
From these, and all your learned counsellors, 

How certainly your cause will prosper, that-- 

Long. You brought no serjeants with you ? 
Dubois, To attend 
His ill success ? 

Alont. Good sir, I will not be 
Unthankful either to their industries; 

Or your affections. 

1 Law. Ail your land, my lord, 

Is at the bar now; give me but ten crowns, 

I’ll save you harmless. 

Long, Take him at his word! 

If he does lose, you’re saved by miracle : 

For I ne’er knew a lawyer yet undone. 

1 Lim, Then now you shall, sir, if this prospers 
not. 

Long. Sir, I beseech you do not force your voice 
To such a loudness, but be thrifty now! 

Preserve it till you come to plead at bar; 

It will be much more profitable in 
The satisfaction, than the promise. 

1 Law, Is 

Not this a satisfaction to engage 

Myself for this assurance, if he- 

Mont, No, sirj'jmy ruin never shall import 
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Scene I.] 

Another’s foss, if not by accident, 

And that my purpose is not guilty of: , 

You are engaged in nothing but your care, 

[Exeunt Lawyers. 

Attend the procurator to the court; 

Observe how things incline, and bring me word ! 

Long, 1 dare not, sir; if I be taken there, 
Mine ears will be in danger. 

Mont. Why ? hast thou 
Committed something that deserves thints ears ? 
Long. No, but I rear the noise ! my hearing 
will be 

Perished by the noise; it is as good to want 

A member, as to lose the use- 

Mont. The ornament is excepted. 

Long. Well, my lord, 

I’ll put ’em to the hazard. [Exit. 

1 Cred. Your desires 
Be prosperous to you! 

2 Cred. Our best prayers wait 

Upon your fortune. [Exeunt Creditors, 

Dubois. Yourselves, not him. 

Mont. Thou canst not blame ’em; I am in their 
debts. 

Vcr. But had your large expence (a part whereof 
You owe ’em) for unprofitable silks^ 

And laces, been bestowed among the poor, 

That would have pray’d the right way, for you, 

Not upon you- 

Alont, For unprofitable silks 
And laces ? Now, believe me, honest boy, 

Thou hast hit upon a reprehension that 
Belongs unto me. 

Ver. By my soul, my lord, 

I had ifot so unmannerly a thought, 

To rj?prehend you! 
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Mont, Why, I love thee for’t; 

Mine own acknowledgment confirms thy words: 
For once, I do remember, coming from 
The mercer’s, where my purse had spent itself 
On those unprofitable toys thou speak’st of, 

A man half naked with his poverty 
Did meet me, and recj my iclief: 

I wanted whence to give it: yet his ey^es 
Spoke for him ; those I could have satisfied 
With some unfruitful sorrow (if my tears 
Would not have added rather to his grief. 

Than eased it,) but the true compassion that 
I should have given I had not. This began 
To make me think how many such men’s wants 
The vain superfluous cost 1 wore upon 
My out>>idc would have cloathed, and left myself 
A habit as becoming. To encrease 
This new consideration, there came one 
Clad in a garment plain and thrifty, yet 
As decent as these fair dear follies, made 
As if it were of purpose to despise 
The vanity of show; his purse had still 
The power to do a chai itable deed. 

And did it. 

Dubois. Yet your inclination, sir, 

Deserved no less to be commended than 
His action. 

Mont, Pr’ythee, do not flatter me ! 

He that intends well, yet deprives himself 
Of means to put his good thoughts into deed, 
Deceives his purpose of the due reward 
hat goodness merits. Oh, antiquity, 

Thy great examples of nobility 
Are out of imitation; or at least 
So lamely followed, that thou art as much 
Before tnis age in virtue, as in time! 
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Dubois. Sir, it must needs be lamely followed, 
when 

The chiefest men who love to follow it 
Are for the most part cripples, 

Mont. Who are they ? 

Dubois. Soldiers, my lord, soldiers. 

Mont. Tis true, Dubois; 

But if the law disables me no more 
For noble actions than good purposes, 
ril practise how to exercise the worth 
Commended to us by our ancestors: 

The poor neglecied soldier shall command 
Me from a lady’s courtship, and the form 
I’ll study shall no more be taught me by 
The tailor, but the scholar; that expence 
Which hitherto has been to entertain 
The intemperate pride and pleasure of the taste. 
Shall fill my table more to satisfy, 

And less to surfeit. 

What an honest work it would be when we find 
A virgin in her poverty and youth 
Inclining to be tempted, to employ 
As much persuasion and as much expence 
To keep her upright, as men use to do 
Upon her falling! 

Dubois. It is charity 

That many maids will be unthankful for; 

And some will rather take it for a wrong, 

To buy ’em out of their inheritance. 

The thing that they were born to. 

Enter Longueville. 

Mont. Longueville, 

Thou bring’st a chearful promise in thy face; 
There, stands no pale report upon thy cheek, 
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To give me fear or knowledge of my loss; 

Tis red and lively. How proceeds my suit ? 

Long, That’s, with leave, sir, 

A labour, that to those of Hercules 
May arid another; or, at least, be call’d 
An imitation of his burning shirt: 

For ’twas a pain of that unmerciful 
Perplexity, to shoulder through the throng 
Of people that attended your success, 

My sweaty linen fix’d upon my skin, 

Still as they pull’d me took that with it; ’twas 
A fear I should have left my flesh among ’em ; 
Yet I was patient, for, methought, the toil 
Might be an emblem of the difficult 
And weary passage to get out of law. 

And, to make up the dear similitude, 

When I was forth seeking my handkerchief 
To wipe my sweat off, I did find a cause 
To make me sweat more; for my purse was lost 
Among their fingers* 

Dubois. There 'twas rather found. 

Long, By them. 

Dubois, I mean so. 

Mont, Well, I will restore 
Thy damage to thee. How proceeds my suit ? 

Long, Like one at broker’s; I think, forfeited. 
Your promising counsel at the first 
Put strong^ forward with a laboured speed. 

And such a violence of pleading, that 
His fee in sugar-candf scarce will make 
His throat a satisfaction for the hurt 
He did it; JSd he carried the whole cause 
Before him, with so dear a passage, that 
The people in the favour of your side 
Cried, “Montague, Montague!” in the spite of him 
That cried out silence, and began to laugh 
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Your arlversary’s advocate to sqorn; 

Who, like a cunning footman, set me forth 
With such a temperate easy kind of course, 

To put him into exercise of strength. 

And followed his advantages so close, 

That when your hot-mouth’d pleader thought he 
had won, 

Before he had reach’d it he was out of breath. 
And then the other stript him.® 

Mont, So, all’s lost? 

Long, But how I know not; for, methought, 1 
stood 

Confounded with the clamour of the court, 

Like one embark’d upon a storm at sea, 

Where the tempestuous noise of thunder, mix’d 
With roaring of the billows, and the thick 
Imperfect language of the seamen, takes' 

His understanding and his safety both 
Together from him. 

Mont, Thou dost biing ill news I 
Long, Of what I was unwilling to have been 
The first reporter. 

Mont, Didst observe no more ? 

Long, At least no better. 

Mont, Then thou’rt not inform’d 
So well as I am : I can tell thee that 
Will please thee; for, when all else left my cause, 
My very adversaries took my part. 

Long, Whosoever told you that. 

Abused you. 

Mont, Credit me, he took my part 
When all forsook me. 

Long. Took it fiom you^ 

Mont, Yes; 

^ Ahd then the other stript /<m.J That is, outstript him.—A/h- 
VC XI. K 
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1 mean so : And I think he had just cause 
To take it, when the verdict gave it him. 

Dubois. His spirit would ha’ sunk him, ere he 
could 

Have carried an ill fortune of this weight 
So lightly. 

Mont. Nothing is a misery, 

Unless our weakness apprehend it so; 

We cannot be more faithful to ourselves 
In any thing that’s manly, than to make 
III fortune as contemptible to us 
As it makes us to others. 

Enter Lawyers. 

Long. Here come they. 

Whose very countenances will tell you how 
Contemptible it is to others. 

Mont. Sir! 

Long. The Sir of knighthood may be given him, 
Ere they hear you now. 

Mont. Good sir, but a word! 

Dubois. How soon the loss of wealth makes anv 
• man 

Grow out of knowledge! 

Long. Let me see: I pray, sir. 

Never stooj you upon the pillory ? 

1 Law. The pillory ? 

Long. Oh, now I know you did not; 

You have ears, 1 thought ye had lost ’em ; Pray, 
observe; 

Here’s one that once was gracious in your eyes! 

1 Law. Oh! ray lord! ’ [I] have an eye upon 
him. 


04, my lordf have an eye upon /dm.] What can this hiean f 
was the Lawyer advising Montague to have an eye upon his ser- 
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Long, But ha* you ne’er a counsel to redeem 
His land yet from the judgment ? 

2 Law, None but this; 

A writ of error to remove tlie cause. 

Long, No more of error! we have been in that 
Too much already. 

2 Loio. If you will reverse 

The judgment, you must trust to that delay- 

Long, Delay ? Indeed he’s like to trust to that. 
With you has any dealing. 

2 Law, Ere the law 

Proceeds to an habere facias possessionem* 

Mont, That is a language, sir, I understand not. 
Long, Thou art a very strange unthankful fel¬ 
low, 

To have taken fees of such a liberal measure, 

And then [to] give a man hard words for’s money! 

1 Laxv* If men will hazard their salvations, 
What should I say ? I’ve other business! 

MonU You are i’ th’ right \ that’s it you should 
say, now 

Prosperity has left me. 

Enter two Creditors. 

1 Cred, Have an eye upon him! if 
We lose him now, he’s gone for ever t Stay, 


vant Longueville ? It seems an omission, for two syllables are 
wanting to the verse; and the oh being repeated, which will well 
suit the solemn contenmt of the Lawyer’s rountenanre giving one, 
the other is absolutely^equired by tlie sense. 1 read, therelore, 

Ok ! oh! my 1 have an eye upon ^ini..^Seward. 

Perhaps this is spoken to some of the Lawyers’ followers: The 
same words.are lepeated by a Creditor in the next page.—*Ed. 
1778. 

It is evidently an answer to Longueville’s speech, meaning, “ I 
see him.’* ^ 

12 
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And dog him ! I’ll go fetch the officers. 

Zong. Dog him, you blood-hound r by this point, 
thou sbalt [Draws. 

More safely clog an angry lion, than 
Attempt him. 

Mont. What’s the matter ? 

Long. Do but stir 

To fetch a serjeant, and, besides your loss 
Of labour, I will have you beaten till 
Those casements in your faces be false lights ’ 
Dubois. Falser than those you sell by! 

Mont. Who gave you 
Commission to abuse my friends thus ? 

Long. Sir, 

Are those your friends that would betray you ? 
Mont. ’Tis 

To save themselves, rather than betray me. 

1 Cred. Your lordship makes a just construction 

of it, 

2 Cred. All our desire is but to get our own. 
Long. Your wives’ desires and yours do differ 

then. 

Mont. So far as my ability will go, 

You shall have satislaction.—Longueville ! 

Long. And leave yourself neglected? Everyman 
Is first a debtor to his own demands, 

Being honest 
Mont. As I take it, sir, 

I did not entertain you for my counsellor. 

Long. Counsel’s the office of a servant, when 
The master falls upon a danger, as 
Defence is: Never threaten with^our eyes! 

They are no cockatrices. Do you hear ? 

Talk with the girdler, or the milliner; 

He can inform you of a kind of men 
That first undid the profit of those trades 
By bringing up the form of carrying 



FORTUNE. 


Scene L] 


U9 


Their morglays* in their hands; with some of those 
A man inay make himself a privilege 
To ask a question at the prison-gates, 

Without your good permission. 

<2 Cred. By your leave! 

JlJofiL Stay, sir!'what one example, since the 
time 

That first you put your hat off to me, have 
You noted in me to encourage you 
To this presumption ? By the justice now 
Of thine own rule, I should begin with tlicc; 

I should turn thee away ungratified 
For all thy former kindness, forget 
Thou ever didst me any service.—’Tis not fear 
Of being arrested, makes me thus incline 
To satisfy you; for you see by him, 

I lost not all defences with my state : 

The curses of a man, to whom I am 
Beholding, terrify me more than all 
The violence he can pursue me with.— 

Dubois, I did prepare me for the worst; 

These two small cabinets do comprehend 
The sum of all the wealth that it hath pleased 
Adversity to leave me; one as rich 
As the other, both in jewels; Take thou this, 
And, as the order put within it shall 
Direct thee, distribute it half between 
Those creditors, and the other half among 
My servants;—for, sir, they are my creditors 
As well as you are; they have trusted me^ 

With their advancement. If the value fail 
To please you all, my first increase of means 


8 Morglays.] Morglay was tlie sword of Bevis of Southamp¬ 
ton ; and trom thence a sword, in antient wnters, is frequently 
called by that name. See Every Man in his Humour, act in. 
scene i,— 
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Shall oiFer you a fuller payment. Be content 
To leave me something; and imagine that 
Ye put a new beginner into credit. * 

Crtd, So prosper our own blessings, as we wish 
You to your merit! 

Mont. Are your silences 
Of discontent or of sorrow ? 

Dubois. Sir, 

We would not leave you. 

Long. Do but suifer us 
To follow you, and what our present means 
Or industries hereafter can provide, 

Shall serve you. 

Mont. Oh, desire me not to live 
To such a baseness, as to be maintain’d 
By those that serve me! Pray, begone ; I will 
Defend your honesties to any man, 

That shall report you have forsaken me: 

I pray, begone!— 

\Exeunt all but Veramour and Montague. 
M^hy dost thou weep, my boy ? 
Because I do not bid thee go too ? 

Ver. No; 

I weep, my lord, because I Would not go; 

I fear you will command me. 

Mont. No, my child, ' 

I will not; that would discommend the intent 
Of all my other actions; Thou art yet 
Unable to advise thyself a course. 

Should I put thee to seek it; after that,’ 

I must excuse, or at the least forgive. 

Any uncharitable deed that can 
Be done against myself. 

® After that^ This expression is rather obscure ; but signifies, 
“ Should I dibmibs you, after that cruelty, I should have no right 
to complain ot any injury done to myself.’*—Ed. 171^- 
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Ver, Everyday, 

My lord, I tarry with you, Til account 
A day of blessing to me; for I shall 
Have so much less time left me of my life * 
When I am from you ; and if misery 
Befal you (which I hope so good a man 
Was never born to) I will take my part, 

And make my willingness increase my strength 
To bear it. In the winter I will spare 
Mine own clothes from myself to cover you; 
And in the summer carry some of yours, 

To ease you ; I’ll do any thing I can ! 

Mont. Why, thou art able to make Misery 
Ashamed of hurting, when thy weakness can 
Both bear it, and despise it. • Come, my boy ! 

I will provide some better way for thee 
Than this thou speak’st of. *Tis the comfort, that 
III fortune has undone me into the fashion; 

For now, in this age, most men do begin 
To keep but one boy, that kept many men. 


SCENE II. 


An Apartment in the Duke's Palace. 


Enter Orleans, Servant, and Duchess follming. 

Orl. Where is she ? call her! 

Duck I attend you, sir. 

Orl. Your friend, sweet madam- 

Duch. What friend, good my lord? 
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Ori, Your Montague, madam, he will shortly 
want 

Those courtly graces that you love him for : 

The ineans wherewith be purchased this, and this, 
And all his own provisions, to the least 
Proportion of his feeding, or his clothes, 

Came out of that inheritance of land 
Which he unjustly lived on; but the law 
Has given me right in% and possession : Now 
Thou shalt perceive his bravery vanish, as 
This jewel does from thee now, and these pearls 
To him that owes ’em. 

D7ic//. Y ou’re the owner, sir, 

Of every thing that does belong to me. 

Or/. No, not of .him, sweet lady. 

Duch, Ob, good Heaven ! 

Orl, But in a while your mind will change, 
and be 

As ready to disclaim him, when his wants 
And miseries have perish’d* his good face, 

And taken off the sweetness that has made 
Him pleasing in a woman’s understanding. 

Duch. Oh, Heaven, how gracious had creation 
been 

To women, who are born without defence, 

If to our hearts there had been doors, through 
which 

Our husbands might have look’d into our thoughts, 
And made themselves undoubtful! 

Orl. Made ’em mad ! 

Duch. Wi^ honest women ? 

OrL Thoujdost still pretend 
A title to that virtue : Pr’ythee let 
Thy honesty speak freely to me now . 


■ — Perished ] 'This verb here is used actively, as it was vciy 
generally by old writers. 
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Thou know’st that Montague, of whose land 
I am the master, did affect thee first, 

And should have had thee, if the strength of friends 
Had not prevailM above thine own consent; 

I have undone him ! tell me, how thou dost 
Consider his ill fortune and my good ? 

Duck, ni tell you justly : His undoing is 
An argument for pity and for teais, 

In all their dispositions that have known 
The honour and the goodness of his life; 

Vet that addition of prosperity 
Which you have got by’t, no indifferent man 
Wdl malice or repine at, if the law 
Be not abused in’t. Howsoever, since 
You have the upper fortune of him, ’twill 
Be some dishonour to you to bear yourself 
Witli any pride or glory over him. 

Orl. This may be truly spoken; but in thee 
It is not honest. 

Duck. Yes ; so honest, that 
I caie not if the chaste Penelope 
Were now alive to hear me. 

Enter Amiens. 

OrL Who comes there ? 

Diuh, My brother. 

Ami. Save you ! 

Orl. Now, sir! you have heard 
.Of prosperous Montague? 

Ami, No, sir; I have heard 
Of Montague, but of your prosperity. 

Orl. Is he distracted ? 

Ami. He docs bear his loss 
With sucli a noble sticngth of patience, that 
Had Fortune e} es to see him, she \\ oulcl weep 
For having hurt him, and pretending that 
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She did it but for trial of his worth, 

Hereafter ever love him. 

OrL I perceive 

You love him ; and, because I must confess 
He does deserve that, (though, for some respects, 
I have not given him that acknowledgment,) 

Yet in mine honour I did still conclude 
To use him nobly. 

Jmi, Sir, that will become 
Your reputation, and make me grow proud 
Of your alliance. 

OrL I did reserve 

The doing of this friendship till I had 
His fortunes at my mercy, that the world 
May tell him ’tis a willing courtesy. 
jbuch. This change will make me happy ! 

OrL ’Tis a change ; 

Thou shalt behold it: Then observe me ! When 
That Montague had possession of my land, 

I was his rival, and at last obtain’d 
This lady, who, by promise of her own 
Affection to him, should have been his wife : 

1 had her, and with-held her like a pawn, 

Till now my land is render’d to me again; 

And since it is so, you shall see I have 

The conscience not to keep her: Give him her! 

[Draws. 

For, by the faithful temper of my sword, 

She shall not tarry with me. 

Ami. Give me way!— [Draus. 

Thou most unworthy man !—God 1—Give me 
way! * j 

Or, by the wrong he does the innocent, 

I’ll end thy misery and his wickedness 
Together! 

• Thou most unmrthy man—'give me- way.] So former editions. 
—tld, 1778. 
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Duch, Stay, and let me justify 
My husband in that! I have wronged his bed^— 

[E.i eunt Amiens and Servant. 
Never—all shames that can afflict me, fall 
Upon me, if l£ver wrong’d you! 

Or/. Didst 
Thou not confess it ? 

Duck. Twas to save your blood 
From shedding: That has turn’d my brother’s edge. 
He, that beholds our thoughts as plainly as 
Our faces, knows it, I did never hurt 
My honesty, but by accusing it. 

Or I. Women’s consents are sooner credited 
Than their denials; and I’ll never trust 
Her body, that prefers any defence 
Before the safety of her honour.—Here ! 

Enter Servant, 

Shew forth that stranger.—Give me not a word! 
Thou see’st a danger ready to be tempted. 

3 - I hate wronged his led* 

[Exeunt Amiens and Oilcans, 

Enter Orleans in ama 2 ement, tlie servants fv>llu\Mng Imn. 

JNner-—atl shatnesj &c.] These stage-directions are not only 
wrong, but ridiculous. We believe that Amiens departs, shocked 
at the seit-accusation of the Duche«s, and that Orleans, with his 
drawn sword, prepares to kill her, which occasions her immediate 
recantation. What he says afterwards strongly tends to conliim 
this Intel pretation : 

“ Thou seest a danger ready to be tempted.’* 

Her answer conve)s the same idea; 

, “ Cast that,’* Ac.—-Ed. 177h. 

There is no occasion to suppose that her recantation was insti¬ 
gated by the threats of Orleans. Having eflected hci pm pose ol 
saving Ins Iste Irom the lury of Amiens, she very n iturally dis¬ 
claims the fact which she bad teigned to cause the absence of the 
latter.— lYie reader will observe how exquisitely striking and po- 
f tical IS the instantaneous departure of Amiens, on the self-accu¬ 
sation of his sister. 
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Duck. Cast that upon me, i athcr than my shame; 
Anri, ds I am now 1 will vow 

Tl lat I am honest • 

Oji. Put hei out of cloois ’ 

But that 1 fear my land may go again 
To Montague, I would kill tliee ! I am lotli 
To make a beggar of him that way ; ^ or else— 
Go ! now you have the liberty of flesh; 

And you may put it to a double use, 

One tor yom pleasuie, th’ other to maintain 
Your well-beloved ; he will want; Duchess* 
In such a chaiitable exercise 
The viitue wdl excuse you for the vice, 


SCENE III 


A Grow before the City* 


Enter Amiens with his Sword drawn, Montague 
and Vekamour meeting him* 

Mont* What means your lordship ? 

Vtr. Foi the love of God- 

Ami I’hou hast advantage of me; cast a\vay 
This buckler! 

Mont, So he is, for he lives 


* To make a of hm that way ;] i. e. By forfeiting my 

life and estaie to'l^ king, give Montague an oppoitunity ol beg- 
gint! It lioiii'-lnni'lv it tins is not the poets* meaning, it is dark to 
me.- Scna}il. 

Orleans plainly speaks ironically. 

5 This buckler. 

IMont, So he u, sir.] At first sight, we imagined that some 
tioids, relative to Veramour, were wanting after the word buck- 
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With one that is undone.—Avoid us, boy ! 

Vcj\ ril first avoid niy safety : 

Your lapier shall be button’d ^ with my head, 
Befoie it touch iny master. 

Ami. IMontague! 

JlJont. Sir ? 

A}?n. You know my sister-- 

J/ont. Yes, sir. 

ylmi. For a whore. 

Mo?d. You he ! and shall lie lower if you dare 
Abuse her honour. 

LFR ; but, on fuither consideration of Montague's reply, SoheiSf 
it appealed to convey one of the immeious contemptible puns wliitb 
dihgiace this comedy, particularly that interesting cli iiacter. and 
alluding to Veiamour’s being the buckler of a man that is undone, 
j, e. UNiiucK LED. A few lines lower he says, You lie, and shall 
TIE lower; and on hearing the decision of the law-suit, he says, 
i\Iy adiersar^ TOOK my part ; meaning punningly, My adieisaty 
took my estate from me ; wilh various others.—Ed. 1778. 

J shall iiotciUempt to explain the passage myself, but must ov- 
piess my dissatislaction of the explanation given by the hst edi- 
lois. 1 iievei heaid befoic tluit undone means unbittklcd, Ilieic 
is evidently an allusion to spine phiase now out of unc. In I he 
\V<jman 1! itei, LiMrillo, expressing his despair on having lost the 
umbrana’s head, sa)5— 

Fan well, you lusty archers of the guard, 

To whom I now do gise the bucUers up, 

And nevci moie with any of your coat 
\Vill eat for wageis."—-J/aso/i. 

I btlicve the editors are right in accusing the poets of a pun; but 
they have mistaken the word punned upon, which isevideiitl) €a$t~ 
away. Verarnour was the page of Montague; and as such, accord¬ 
ing to an ancient custom, carried his buckler. Amicus, perceiving 
this advantage he had over himself, bids hiir La‘>t away his buckler. 
Montague, appiying the word to the boy, whom he immediately or¬ 
ders to depart, sajs, “ bo he is [cast away], U r he li\fs with me 
who am undone."' Montague certainly puns; but, with this ex¬ 
planation, the pua IS less contemptible than if \''e adopt that of 
the last editors. 

® huttojCdi] Alluding to the button on a foil.—Ed. 1778. 
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Enter Duchess. 


Duch, I am honest. 

^nii. Honest ? 

Duch. Upon my faith, I am. 

^mi. What did then 
Persuade thee to condemn thyself? 

Duch, Your safety. 

I had rather be exposed 
To danger than dishonour; Thou hast betray’d 
The reputation of my family 
More basely, by the falseness of that word, 
Than if thou hadst deliver’d me asleep 
Into the hand of a base enemy. 

Relief will never make thee sensible 


Of thy disgraces! Let thy wants compel thee to it. 


Duch, Oh, I’m a miserable woman I 


Mont, Why, madam ? Are you utterly 
Without means to relieve you ? 

Duch. I have nothing, sir, 

Unless by changing of these clothes for worse, 
And then at last the worst for nakedness. 


Mont. Stand off, boy!—Nakedness would be 
a change 

To please us, madam, to delight us both. 

Duch, What nakedness, sir ? 


Alont. W hy, the nakedness 
Of body, madam ; we were lovers once. 
Duch, Never dishonest lovers. 


Mont, Ho lies ^ 

Has no allow^i^ now to give ourselves. 

Duch. Nor'yOu allowance against honesty. 
Mont. rU send my boy hence: Opportunity 
Shall be our servant. Come, and meet me first 
With kisses like a stranger at the door. 
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And then invite me nearer, to receive 
A more familiar inward welcome; where, 

Instead of tapers made of virgin’s wax. 

The increasing flames of our desires shall light 
Us to a banquet; and, before the taste 
Be dull with satisfaction, I’ll prepare 
A nourishment composed of every thing 
That bears a natural friendship to the blood, 

And that shall set another edge upon’t; 

Or else, between the courses of the feast, 

We’ll dally out an exercise of time, 

That ever as one appetite expires 
Another may succeed it. 

Duch, Oh, my lord, 

How has your nature lost her worthiness ? 

When our affections had their liberty, 

Our kisses met as temperately as 

The hands of sisters or of brothers, yet 

Our bloods were then as moving then you were 

So noble, that I durst have trusted your 

Embraces in an opportunity 

Silent enough to serve a ravisher, 

And yet come from you undishonour’d : How 
You think me alter’d, that you promise your 
Attempt success, I know not; but were all 
The sweet temptations that deceive us set 
On this side, and on that side all the tortures, * 


-that 

Our bloods were then as movingJ^ The H'ortl that is certainly 
corrupt; and the last editors succeeded ill in explaining the text 
of the old copf's. Seward reads though^ Mason yet ; both read- 
ings are good ; but the latter is more likely to have been the ori¬ 
ginal, as the abbreviation might stand both for and for///a^, 
and thus the corruption in the folio is easily accounted foi. 

• The sweet temptations that deceive us set 
On this side^ and on that side all the waiters.] What is waiters 
in contiasit to temptations ? it cannot mean merely servants to help 
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These ncitlier should persuade me, nor these force, 
Mont, Then misery may waste your body. 
Duc/i, Yes; 

But lust shall never. 

Mont. I have found you still 
As uncofrupted as I left you first. 

Continue so, and I will serve you with 
As much devotion as my word, my hand. 

Or purse can shew you ! And, to justify 
That promise, here is half the wealth I have; 
Take itl you owe me nothing, till you fall 
Prom virtue! which, the better to protect, 

I have bethought me of a present means.— 

[2b Vlramour.] Give me the letter!—This com¬ 
mends my 4)oy 

Into the service of a lady, whose 

Prei^ goodness you have been acquainted with, 

Lamira. • * ^ 

Duck. Sir, I know her. 

Mont, Then believe 


Her entertainment will be noble to you. 
My boy shall bring you thither, and i elate 
Your manner of misfortune, if your own 
Report needs any witness: So, I kiss 
Your baud, good lady! » 
jDucA, Sir, I know not 
To promise^ but| cannot he unthankful. 


Monti Ml that you can implote thankfulness 
Be yours, to make y^.the mgiN; prosperous !-»*• 
Pare well, my hoyi^bam ma; oppress'd, 

Having the po:^ to ik^^o^|hat s ^stress’d. 

*'^Eaeunt, 


him to forco 
n't* mo9t ptooc^ly 
trace of the iUters 
totfmtSf tertiirSf r 
4r«—.Sesn/frf: 


l^at k too apiw an ei^ 
corrupt ^hoii;^ I cam 
to sitppiy 




trace of the jbUters to supply ita^aee. 

racks, —or all 
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ACT 11. SCENE I. 


A Street. 


Enter Longueviile and Dubois. 

Long. What shall we do now? swords are our 
of use, . 

And words are out of credit. 

Dubois. We must serve. 

Long. The means to get a service will first spend 
Our purses; and, except we can allow 
Ourselves an entertainment, service will 
Ne«clect us: Now, ’tis grown ihto a doubt 
Whether the master or the servant gives 
The countenance. 

Dubois. Then fall in with mistresses ! 

Long! They keep more servants now, indeed, 
than men: 

JBut yet the age is grown so populous 
Of those attendants, that the women are 
Grown full too. 

Dubois. What, shall we propound ourselves? 
Long, ril think on*t, 

Dubois. Do. Old occupations have 
Too many setters-up to prosper; some 
Uncommon trade would thrive now. 

Long. We will even 

Make up some half a dozen proper men ; 

And should not we get more than all 
Your female sinners ? 

Dubois. If the house be seated, 
vdr,. xj. h 
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As it should be, privately. 

Zo?ig, Ay; but that would make 
A multitude of witches. 

Dubois. Witches ? how, pr’ythee ? 

Long. Thus; 

The bawds would all turn witches to revenge 
Themselves upon us; and the women that 
Come to us, for disguises must wear beards; 

And that’s, they say, a token of a witch. 

Dubois. What shall we then do? 

Long We must study on’t 
With more consideration.—Stay, Dubois! 

Are not the lord of Orleans and the lord 
Of Amiens enemies ^ 

Dubois. Yes.; what of that? 

Long. Methinks the factions of two such great 
men 

Should give a promise of advancement now, 

To us that want it. 

Dubois. IiCt the plot be thine, 

And m the enterprize I’ll second thee. 

Long. I have it! we will first set down ourselves 
The method of a quarrel, and make choice 
Of some frequented tavern, or such a place 
Of common notice, to peifoim it in, 

By way of undertaking, to maintain 
The several honours of those enemies : 

Thou for the lord of Orleans; I for Amiens. 
Dubois. I like the project; and I think ’twill 
take 

The better, since their diffeience first did rise 
From his occasion whom we follow’d once. 

Long. We cannot hope less, after the leport, 
Than enteitainnient or gratuity : 

Yet those are ends I do not aim at most. 

Great spirits that are needy, and will thrive, 
Must labour whilst such troubles are alive. 

\L.veunt. 
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SCENE II, 


A Tavern,, 


Enter Laverdine and LawPoop.*' 

La-P, Hunger is sharper than the sword! * I 
have fed these three days upon leaf-tobacco, for 
want of other victuals. 

Lav, You have lived the honester, captain. 
But be not so dejected! But hold up thy head, 
and meat will sooner fall i’ thy mouth. 

La-P, I care not so much for meat, so I had 
but good liquor, for which my guts croak like so 
many frogs lor rain. 

Lav, It seems you are troubled with the wind* 
cholic, captain; swallow a bullet; ’tis present re¬ 
medy, ril assure you. 

La-P. A bullet.^ I’ll tell you, sir! * My paunch 


9 If any reader is desirous to read this and other prose-scenes 
in the play converted into metrei he is referred to the editions of 
1750 and 1778. The editors have only suffered one speech of 
Dui)oi<> in act lii. scene li. to stand, which begins thus —** Then, in 
plain prose !'* 

* Slander is sharper than the s’word.'] We should certainly read 
hungeri instead of slander. It is of hunger, not slander, that La- 
Poop complains, who was, indeed, a wrelpb that could not be 
slandered. The following lines prove the justness of the amend¬ 
ment : and in his next speech but two he says—“ But, PH tell 
;you, sir, (banger has brought it into my mind,) I served once at 
the siege of Brest,'’ &c.—Maron. 

• A bullet ? If you be captain, wy paunchy &:c.] So first folio. 
The text is from the second, 
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is nothing but a pile of bullets; when I was in 
any service, I stood between my general and the 
shot, like a mud wall: I am all lead; from the 
crown of the head to the soal of the foot, not a 
sound bone about me. 

Lav. It seems you have been in terrible hot 
service, captain. 

La P, It has ever been the fate of the Low- 
Country wars to spoil many a man; I have not 
been the first, nor shall not be the last. But, I’ll 
tell you, sir, (hunger has brought it into mind,) I 
served once at the siege of Brest, (’tis memorable 
to this day,) where we were in great distiess for 
victuals; whole troops fainted more for want of 
food than for blood, and died; yet we were resol¬ 
ved to stand it out. I myself was but then gen¬ 
tleman of a company, and had as much need as 
any man : And indeed I had perished, had not a 
miraculous pi evidence preserved me. 

Lav As how, good captain ? 

La-P. Mairy, sir, e’en as I was fainting and 
falling down for want of sustenance, the enemy 
made a shot at me, and struck me full in the 
paunch with a penny-loaf. 

Lav. Instead of a bullet? 

La~P. Instead of a bullet. 

Lav. That was miraculous indeed! And that 
loaf sustained you ? 

La~P, Nourished me, or I had famished with 
the rest. 

Lav. You have done worthy acts, being a sol¬ 
dier. And now»'^ou shall give me leave to lequite 
your talc, and to acquaint you with the most no¬ 
torious deeds that I have done, being a courtier; 
I protest, captain, I will lie no more than you have 
done. 

Ltt’P. I can endure no lies. 
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Lav. I know you cannot, captain, therefore Til 
only tell you of strange things; 1 did once a deed 
of charity, for itself; 1 assisted a poor widow in a 
suit, and obtained it; yet, 1 protest, I took not a 
penny for my labour. 

La-P. Tis no such strange thing. 

Lav. By Mars, captain, but it isj and a very 
strange thing too, in a courtier ; it may take the 
upper-hand of your penny-loaf for a miracle. 1 
could have told you how many ladies have lan¬ 
guished for my love, and how I was once solicit¬ 
ed by the mother, the daughter, and grandmo¬ 
ther; Out of the least of which I might have dig¬ 
ged myself a fortune; they were all great ladies, 
for two of tliem were so big I could hardly em¬ 
brace them ; but I was sluggish in my rising 
courses, and therefore let them pass. What means 
I had is spent upon such as had the wit to cheat 
me ; that wealth being gone, I liave only bought 
experience with it, with a strong hope to cheat 
others.—But see, here comes the much-declinetl' 
Montague, who had all the manor-houses, which 
were the body of his estate, overthrown by a 
great wind ! 


Enter Montague and Mallicorn, 

La-P. How! by a great wind ? Was he not 
overthrown by law? 

Lav. Yes, marry was he; but there was terri¬ 
ble pulTing and blowing before he was overthrown, 
if you observed; and believe it, captain, there's 
no wind so dangerous to a building as a lawyer’s 
breath. 

La-P, What’s he with him ? 

Lav. An emiuent citizen, Monsieur Mallicorn: 
Let’s stand aside, and listen their design !- 
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Mar, Sir, profit is the crown of labour; ’tis the 
life, the soul of the industrious merchant: in it 
he makes his Paradise, and for it neglects wife, 
children, friends, parents, nay, all the world, and 
delivers up himself to the violence of storms, and 
to be tossed into unknown airs. As theie’s no 
faculty so perilous, so there’s none so worthy 
profitable.^ 

Alont Sir, I am very well possest of it; * and 
what of my poor fortunes remains, I would gladly 
liazard upon the sea; it cannot deal worse with 
me than the laud, though it sink or throw it in 
the hands of piiates. 1 have yet five hundred 
pounds left, and your honest and worthy ac¬ 
quaintance may make me a young merchant: the 
one moiety of what 1 have I would gladly adven* 
ture. 

Mai. How ! adventure ? you shall hazard no¬ 
thing; you shall only join with me in ceitain 
commodities that are safe arrived unto the key : 
You shall neither be in doubt of danger nor da¬ 
mage ; but, so much money disbursed, so much 
receive. Sir, 1 would have you conceive 1 pursue 
it not for any good your money will do me, but 
merely out of mine own freeness and courtesy to 
pleasure you. 

Mont. 1 can believe no less; and you express 


* So there is none so •worthy printable,'] The two lines signify, 
“ As there is no profession incurs so much danger as the mer¬ 
chant, so there is none so reputably lucrative.^’ Montagues an¬ 
swer proves this.—Ed. 1778. 

This just explanation is an answer to a most absurd note and 
wanton alteration made by beward. 

^ Possest of i7.] That is, acquainted tilth or informed of it. 
So, in Eveiy Man in Ins Humoui, act i. scene ii., Bobadil says, 

Possess nn gentleman of our acquaintance with notice of my 
lodging ."—Recdt 
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a noble nature, seeking to build up a man so ruin¬ 
ed as myself. - - 

Lav, Captain, here is subject for us to work 
upon, if we have wit: You hear that there is mo¬ 
ney yet left, and it is going to be laid out in rat¬ 
tles, bells, hobby-horses, brown paper, or some 
such-like sale commodities; * now it would do 
better in our purses, upon our backs in good 
gold-lace and scarlet; and then we might pursue 
our projects, and our devices towards my lady 
Annabella. Go to! there’s a conceit newly land¬ 
ed : Hark ! I stand in good reputation with him. 


* 'TVs going to he laid out in rattles, hells, hobby-horses, brown 
paper, or some such-like sale commodities.] The usurers of the 
time, in order to defraud those who wanted Jo borrow money, 
and, at the same time, to avoid the laws against usury, undertook 
to furnish them with such articles as aie mentioned by Laverdine, 
which they were forced to convert into money with infinite loss. 
It is to be feared such nefarious practices are not entirely obsolete 
in these days. Many old writers introduce allusions to this sys¬ 
tem of cheating. The following instance is quoted by Reed from 
Wilson’s Discourse upon Usury “ I have need of money, and • 
dcale with a broker; hee aunswereth me that bee cannot heipe me 
with money, but yf I list to have wares, I shall speede. Well! my 
necessilie is great; he bringeth mee blotting-paper, pak-threed, 
fustians, chamblcts, hawks bells and hoodes, or 1 wote not wbatt 
I desire hyin to make sale for mine advantage, askyng what he 
thinketh will be my loss; he aunswereth, not past twelve pounde 
in the bundled. When I come to leceive, 1 do finde that I lose 
more than twentye in the hundred.” This is but a modciatc loss 
to what other writers mention. Dekkar says, that these commo¬ 
dities, which were hawked about by pedlars, “ scarce yeeld the 
third part of the sum for which they take them up.” Another il¬ 
lustration of the text occurs in A New Trick to cheat the Devil, by 
Davenport;— 

They've been so bit already 
W’ith taking up commodities of browm paper, 

Buttons past fashion, silkes, and sattins, 

Babies and children’s fiddles, with like trash, 

Took up at a dear rate, and sold for trides, 

I'lirit now scarce one will bite.” 
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and therefore may the better cheat him: captain, 
take a few instructions from me. [They walk apart, 

Mont. What monies I have is at your dispo¬ 
sing ; and upon twelve, I will meet you at the 
palace with it. 

Mai I will there expect you; and so I take 
my leave. [Ejcit, 

Lav. You apprehend me ? 

La-P. Why, do ye think I am a dunce? 

Lav. Not a dunce, captain; but you might give 
me leave to misdoubt that pregnancy ^ in a sol¬ 
dier, which is proper and hereditary to a cour¬ 
tier: But prosecute it; I will both second and 
give credit to it.—Good monsieur Montague! I 
would your whole revenues lay within the cir¬ 
cuit of mine aims, that I might as easily bestow, 
or restore it unto you as my courtesy! 

La-P, My zealous wishes, sir, do accompany 
his for your good fortunes. 

Lav. Believe it, sir, our affection towards you 
.is a strong bond of friendship. 

Mont. To which I shall most willingly seal. 
But, believe me, gentlemen, in a broken estate 
the bond of friendship oft is forfeited ; but that 
it is your free and ingenuous nature to renew it. 

Lav. Sir, I will amply extend myself to your 
use, and am very zealously afllicted, as not one of 
your least friends, for your crooked fate: But let 
it not seize you with any dejection ; you have, as 
I hear, a sufficient competency left, which, well 
disposed, may erect you as high in the world’s ac¬ 
count as ever. 

Mont. I cannot live to hope it, much less enjoy 


<5 Ptegnancy.'^ Readiness of uit. Falbtaff says, in Henry IV. 
pnrt I.—“ Piegnancy l^ made a tapster^ and hath his quick wii 
nailed in giving reckoningb.*' 
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it: Nor is it any part of my endeavour; iny study 
is to render every man his own, and to contain 
myself within the limits of a gentleman. 

Lav, I have the grant of an office given me by 
some noble favourites of mine in court; there 
stands but a small matter between me ainl it: If 
your ability be such to lay down the present sum, 
out of the love I bear you, before any otlicr man, 
it shall be confirmed yours. 

Mont, I have heard you often speak of such a 
thing; if it be assured to you, I will giadl) dc d 
in it: That portion I have I would not hazaid 
upon one course, for I see the most certain is un¬ 
certain. 

La-P. Having money, sir, you could not light 
upon men that could give better direction. 1 here 
is at this time a friend of mine upon the seas (to 
be plain with you, he is a pirate) that hath wrote 
to me to work his freedom; and by this gentle¬ 
man’s means, whose acquaintance is not small at 
court, we have the word of a worthy man for it: 
only there is some money to be suddenly disbur¬ 
sed ; and if your happiness be such to make it up, 
you shall receive treble gain by it, and good assu¬ 
rance for it. 

JMont, Gentlemen, out of the weakness of my 
estate you seem to have some knowledge of my 
breast, that would, if it were possible, advance my 
declined fortunes, to satisfy all men of whom I 
have had credit; and I know no way better than 
these which you propose: I have some money 
ready under my command ; some part of it is al¬ 
ready promised, but the remainder is yours to such 
uses as are propounded. 

Lav. Appoint sonic certain place of meeting ; 
for these affairs require expedition. 

Mont. I will make it my present Inisincss. At 
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twelve I am to meet Mallicorn, the merchant, at 
the palace, (you know him, sir,) about some nego¬ 
tiation of the same nature; there I will be ready 
to tender you that money, upon such conditions 
as we shall conclude of. 

Lav. The care of it be yours, so much as the 
aftair concerns you! 

Mont. Your caution is effectual ; and till then 
I take my leave. 

Lav. Good Master Montague ! 

\}Vithini a clamour^ Down with their weapons I 

Enter Longueville and Dubois, their Swords 
drawn ; Servants and others betxveen them. 

Ser. Nay, gentlemen, what mean you? Pray 
be quiet! 

Have some respect unto the house. 

Long. A treacherous slave ! 

Dubois. Thou dost revile thyself, base Longue¬ 
ville ! 

Ljong. I say thou art a villain, and a corrupt one, 
That hast some seven years fed on thy master’s 
trencher. 

Yet ne’er bred’st good blood towards him ; for if 
thou hadst, 

Thou hadst a sounder heart. 

Dubois. So, sir ! you can 

Use your tongue something nimbler than your 
sword. 

Long. ’Would you could use your tongue well 
of your master, friend! 

You might have better employment for your sword. 
Dubois, I say again, and 1 will speak it loud 
and often. 

That Orleans is a noble gentleman, 

With whom Amiens is too light to poise the scale. 
Long, lie is the weaker, for taking of a praise 
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Out of thy mouth. 

Dubois. This hand shall seal his merit at thy 
heart 

Lav. Part them, my masters, part them ! 

Serv. Part them, sir? Why do you not part 
them r You stand by wi’ your sword in your hand, 
and cry, part 'an ! 

Lav, Why, you must know, my friend, my 
clothes are better than youis; and, in a good 
suit I do never use to part any body. 

And it is discretion. 

Lav, Ay, marry is it captain. 

Lon^. Dubois, though this place 
Privilege thee, know, where next we meet, 

The blood, which at thy heart flows, drops at thy 
feet! [Emt. 

Dubois. I would not spend it better 
Than in this quarrel, and on such a hazard. 

Enter Amiens in haste; his Szvord drawn. 

Ami. What uproar’s this? Must my name here 
be question’d 

In tavern-brawls, and by affected ruffians? 

Lav Not we indeed, sir. 

Dubois. Fear cannot make me shrink out of 
your fury, 

Though you were greater than your name dotli 
make you; 

I am one, and the opposer: If your swoln rage 
Have aught in malice to enforce, express it. 

Ami. 1 seek thee not; nor shalt thou ever gain 
That credit, which a blow from me would give 
thee. 

By my soul, 1 more detest that fellow 
Which took my part than thee, that he durst offer 
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To take my honour in his feeble atpis, 

And spend it in a drinking-room. Which way 
we III he? 

Lav. That way, sir.—I would you would after! 
Tor I do fear we shall have some more scuffling. 
Jmi. Til follow him ; and, if my speed o ertake 
him, 

1 shall ill thank him for his forwardness. [£.vU. 

Lav. I am glad he’s gone; for I do not love to 
see a sword drawn in the hand of a man that looks 
so furious; there’s no jesting with edge tools: 
How say you, captain ? 

, La-P. I say, ’tis better jesting than to be in 
earnest with them. 

Ente ?' Orleaxs. 

Orl. How now ? 

What’s the difference ? They say there have been 
swords drawn, 

And in my quarrel: Let me know that man, 
Whose love is so sincere to spend his blood 
For my sake! I will bounteously requite him. 

Lav. We were all of your side; but there he 
stands begun it, 

Orl. VV hat’s thy name ? 

Dubois. Dubois. 

Ori. Give me thy hand! Thou hast received no 
hurt ? 

Dubois. Not any ; nor were this body 
Stuck full of wounds, I should not count them 
hurts, 

Being taken in so*honourable a cause 
As the defence of my most worthy lord. 

OrL The dedication of thy love to me 
Itequircs my ample bounty : Thou art mine; 
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For I do find thee made unto my purposes.— 
]\ionsiciir Luverdine, pardon my neglect! 

1 not observed you. And how runs rumour? 

Lav» Why, it runs, iny lord, like a footman 
without a cloak, to shew that what s once rumour¬ 
ed it cannot be hid. 

Orl. And what say the rabble ? Am not I the 
subject of their talk ? 

Lav, ’Troth, my lord, the common mouth speaks 
foul words. 

OrL ‘Of me, for turning away my wife, do they 
not? 

Lav. ’Faith, the men do a little murmur at it, 
and say, ’tis an ill precedent in sp great a man. 
IVIarry, the women, they rail outright. 

Orl. Out upon them, rampallions!^ FIl keep 
myself safe enough out of their fingers. Rut what 
say my pretty jolly composed gallants, that cen¬ 
sure every thing more desp*erate than it is dan¬ 
gerous ? what say they ? 

Lav. Marry, they are laying wagers what death 
you shall die: One offers to lay five hundred 
])ounds (and yet he had but a groat about him, 
and that was in two twopences too) to any man 
that would make it up a shilling, that }ou were 
killed with a pistol charged with white powder;* 
another offered to pawn his soul for five shillings, 
(and yet nobody would take him,) that you were 


’ I\ampallions.'\ The meaning of this word is pretty obvious. 
It is used by Sir John Falstaff, speaking to the Hostess, in the Se¬ 
cond Part of Henry IV. act ii. scene i.—JJccd. 

* White powdei ] White powder was generally imasined to oc¬ 
casion no sound when used in discharging a pistol. Some of the 
conspirators In Queen Elizabeth's time, confessed that their inten¬ 
tion was to have murdered the queen with fire-arms charged in 
this manner.— 
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stabbed to death, and should die with more wounds 
than Cscsar. 

Orl And who should be the butchers that 
should do it ? Montague and his associates ? 

Lax\ So it is conjectured. 

La-P. And, believe it, sweet prince, it is to be 
feared, and therefore prevented. 

Orl. By turning his purpose on himself? were 
not that the way ? 

Lav. The most direct path for your safety: For 
where doth danger sit more furious than in a des^ 
perate man ? 

La-P. And being you have declined his means, ® 
you have increased his malice. 

Lav. Besides the general report that steams in 
every man’s breath, and stains you all over with 
infamy, that Time, the devourer of all things, 
cannot eat out. 

Xfl-P. Ay, for that former familiarity which he 
had with your lady. 

Lav. Alen speak it as boldly as words of com¬ 
pliment ; good morroxo, good even^ or God save yoiiy 
sir, are not more usual: If the word cuckold had 
been written upon your forehead in great capital 
letters, it could not have been dilated with more 
confidence. 

Orl. lie shall not sleep another night; I will 
have his blood, though it be required of my hands 
again! 

Lav. Your lordship may, and without hazarding 
your own person : Here’s a gentleman in whose 
looks I see a resolution to perform it. 

Dubois. Let hii lordship give me but his ho¬ 
nourable word for my life, I’ll kill him as he 
walks. 


Dtclined his means ;] Lowered them. 
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Lav. Or pistol him as he sits at meat-- 

La-P* Or at game- 

Lav. Or as he is diinking-- 

Dubois. Any way. 

Orl. Won’t thou ? 

Call what is mine thine own! Thy reputation 
shall not 

Be brought in question for it, much less thy life; 
It shall be named a deed of valour in thee, 

Not murder; Farewell I 
Dubois. I need no more encouragement; 

It is a work I will peisuade myself 
That I was born to. 

L(to. And you may persuade yourself too that 
you shall be saved by it, being that it is for his 
honourable lordship. 

Dubois^ But you must yield me means, how, 
when, and where. 

Lav. That shall be our tasks; nay, more, wc 
will be agents with thee: This hour we are to 
meet him, on the receipt of certain monies, which 
indeed we purpose honestly to cheat him of. 

And that’s the main cause I would have him slain: 
Who works with safety makes a double gain. 

{Exeuhf. 
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Another Street, 


Enter Longueville, AMiENs/o/ZoKy/w^ him. 

Ami. Stay, sir! I have took some pains to ovei- 
take you. 

Your name is Longueville? 

Long 1 have the word 

Of many honest men for’t.—I crave your lord- 
ship’s pardon! 

Your sudden apprehension on my steps 
!Made me to frame an answer unwitting, and 
Unworthy your respect. 

Ami. Do you know me ? 

Long. Yes, my lord. 

Ann. I know not you; nor am I well pleased 
to make 

This time, as the affair now stands, the induction 
Of youi acquaintance. You are a fighting fellow ? 
Long. How, iny lord? 

Ami. I think 1 too much grace you; 

Rather you are a fellow dares not fight, 

But spit and pufl' and make a noise, whilst 
Your trembling hand draws out your sword, to 
lay it 

Upon andirons, stools, or tables, rather 
Than on a man. 

Long. Your honour may best speak this; yet, 
With little safely, if I thought it serious. 
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Ami, Come, you’re a very braggart; 

And you have given me cause to tell you so: 
What weakness have you ever seen in me 
To prompt yourself, that I could need your help ? 
Or what other reasons could induce you to it ? 
You ne’er yet had a meal’s meat from my table. 
Nor, as I remember, from my wardrobe 
Any cast suit. 

Long. ’Tis true. 

I ne’er durst yet have such a servile spirit 
To be the minion of a fu!l-s\voln lord, 

But always did detest such slavery : 

A meal’s meat? or a cast suit? 1 would first eat 
the stones, 

And from such rags the dunghill does afford 
Pick me a garment. 

Ami, 1 have mistook the man! His resolute 
spirit 

Proclaims him generous; he has a noble heart, 

As free to utter good deeds as to act them ; 

For had he not been right, and of one piece. 

He would have crumpled, curl’d, and struck himself 
Out of the shape of man into a shadow.— 

But, pr’ythee tell me, if no such fawning hope 
Did lead thee on to hazard life for my sake, 

What was it that incited thee? tell me; speak it, 
Without the imputation of a sycophant! 

Long. Your own desert; and with it was join’d 
The unfeigned friendship that I judged you ever 
Held unto my former lord. 

Ami, The noble Montague ? 

Long. Yes; 

The noble and much-injured Montague, 

Ami, 'To such a man as thou art, my heart 
shall be 

A casket: I will lock thee up there, 

VOL, XI, M 
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And esteem thee as a faithful fiiend, 

The richest jewel that a man enjoys: 

And, being thou didst follow once my fiiend, 
And m thy heart still dost, not with his fortunes 
Casting h im oft, thou shalt go hand in hand with me, 
And share as well in my ability 
As love : *Tis not my end 
To gam men for my use, but a true friend. 

[£Jxeunf. 


SCENE IV. 


Another Street, 


Enter Dubois. 

Dubois. There’s no such thriving way to live m 
grace, 

As to have no sense of it; his back nor belly 
Shall not want warming, that can practise mischief, 
I walk now with a full purse, 

Grow high and wanton, prune and brisk myself 
In the bright shine of his good lordship’s favours; 
And for what virtue? 

For fashioning myself a murderer. 

Oh, noble Montague, to whom I owe my heart. 
With all my best thoughts, though my tongue have 
promised. 

To exceed the malice of thy destiny. 

Never in time of all my service knew I 

Such a sin tempt th^ bounty! those that did feed 

Upon thy charge, had merit or else need. 
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Enter Laveiidine and La-Poop, with disguises. 

Lav. Dubois! most prosperously met! 

Dubois. How now? Will he come this way? 

Lav. This way, immediately; therefore, thy as¬ 
sistance, dear Dubois! 

Dubois. What, have you cheated him of the mo¬ 
ney you spoke of ? 

Lav, Foiigh ! as easily as a silly country wench 
of her maidenhead; we had it in a twinkling. 

Dubois. Tis well. Captain, let me help you; 
you must be our leader in this action. 

La~P. Tut! fear not; I’ll warrant you, if my 
.sword hold, we’ll make no sweating sickness of it. * 

Dubois. Why, that’s well said. But let’s retire 
a little, that we may come on the more bravely. 
This way, this way I [Eueunt* 

’ No sweating sickness of it,'\ The Sweatvig Sickness, called 
Sudor Anglicus, and Fcbrh Ephemera Britannica, is by some sup¬ 
posed to have been a disorder peculiaily incident to the English 
nation. It first appeared in the )ear 1485, and afterwards in 
150(), 1517, 1528, and 1551, and each time made a prodigious 
havock in the human ‘species. Dr Mead supposes it originally to 
have been imported by the French troops, brought over by Henry 
VII., who caught the infection from others, about that time re¬ 
turned Irom the siege of Rhodes. The violence of the disea‘'e elu¬ 
ded every elfoit made by the physicians to stop the progress ot it. 
Those who were attacked by it seldom lived more than twenty- 
four houis, and many were carried olf in half the time. 'I he most 
singular circumstance attending it was this, which is lelated by 
several writers, that the natives of every other country but Eng¬ 
land 'escaped it, and that those natives who fled into foicign cli¬ 
mates were puisued by it, and fell victims to its malignity. Dr 
!Modd supposes U to have been a species of the pestilence.—A very 
poetical and accurate account of its symptoms and eliVcls may be 
read in Dr Armstrong’s Art of Preserving Health, book in. line 
-532, &c.— Heed. 
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SCENE V. 


The same. 


l^nter Montague in the Hands of three Officers, 
and three Creditors. 

1 Cred. Officers, look to him ; and be sure you 
take good security before he part from you! 

Mont. Why, but, my friends, 

You lake a strange course with me ! the sums I 
owe you 

Are rather forgetfulness, (they arc so slight,) 
Than want of will or honesty to pay you. 

1 Cred. Ay, sir, it may be so ; but we must be 
paid, and we will be paid before you escape: we 
have wife and children, and a charge! and you 
are going down the wind, as a man may say; and 
therefore it behoves us to look to’t in time. 

*2 Cred. Your cloak here would satisfy me; mine 
is not above a three-pound matter, besides the 
arrest. 

3 Cred. Taith, and mine is much about that 
matter too; your .girdle and hangers, and your 
beaver, shall be sufficient bail for’t. 

1 Ci'ed. If you have ever a plain black suit at 
home, this sillten one, with your silk stockings, 
garters, and roses, shall pacify me too; for 1 take 
no delight, if I have a sufficient pawn,* to cast any 
gentleman in prison; therefore ’tis but an untruss¬ 
ing matter, and you are free. We are no unrea¬ 
sonable creatures, you see: For mine own part, I 



Scene V.] FORTUNE. 181 

protest I am loth to put you to any trouble for 
security. • 

Mont. Is there no more of you ? he would next 
demand my skin. 

1 Cred. No, sir; here’s no more of us, nor do 
any of us demand your skin ; we know not what 
to do with it: But it may be, if you owed your 
glover any money, he knew what use to make 
of it. 

Mont. Ye dregs of baseness, vultures amongst 
men. 

That tire* upon the hearts of generous spirits— 

1 Cred. You do us wrong, sir; we tire no gene¬ 
rous spirits; we tire nothing but our hacknies. 

Enter Mallicorn. 

Mont. But here comes one made of another 
piece ! 

A man well meriting that free-bom name 
Of citizen.'—Welcome, my deliverer! 

1 am fallen into the hands of blood-hounds, that 
For a sum lesser than their honesties, 

Which is nothing, would tear me out of my skin. 
Mai, Why, sir, what is the matter? 

1 Cred, Why, sir, the matter is, that we must 
have our money ; which if we cannot have, we’ll 
satisfy ourselves with his carcase, and be paid that 
ways.—You had as good, sir, not have been so 
peremptory,—Officer, hold fast * 

1 Officer. The strenuous fist of vengeance now 
is clutch’d; 

* That tire ^c.] So, in DekkeA Match me in London, 
1631; 


“ - the vulture tiret 

Upon the eagle’s heart.’’— Reed. 
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Therefore fear nothing ! 

Mai. What may be the debt in gross ? 

Mont. Some forty crowns; nay, rather not so 
much: 

Tis quickly cast. 

Mai. Tis strange to me, that your estate should 
have 

So low an ebb, to stick at such slight sums.— 
Why, my friends, you are too strict in your ac¬ 
counts, 

And call too sudden on this gentleman; 

He has hopes left yet to pay you all. 

1 Cred. Hopes^ ay, marry! bid him pay his 
friends with hopes, and pay us with current coin! 
I knew a gallant once that fed his creditors still 
with hopes, and bid ’em they should fear nothing, 
for he had ’em tied in a string; and trust me, so 
he had indeed, for at last he and all his hopes hopt 
in a halter. 

Mont. Good sir, with what speed you may, free 
me out of the company of these slaves, that have 
nothing but their names to shew ’em men. 

Mai. What would you wish me do, sir ? I pro¬ 
test I ha’ not the present sum (small as it is) to 
lay down for you ; and for giving my word, my 
friends, no later than yesternight, made me take 
bread and eat it, that I should not do it for any 
man breathing i’ th’ world ; Therefoie I pray hold 
me excused! 

Mont. You do not speak this seriously? 

Mai. As ever I said my prayers, I protest to 
you. 

Mont. What may I think of this ? 

Mai. ’Troth, sir, thought is free for any man ; 
we abuse our betters in it; I have done it myself. 
Mont. Trust me, this speech of yours doth much 
amaze me ! 
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Pray leave this language; and out of that same 
sum 

You lately did receive of me, lay down 
As much as may discharge me. 

Mai. You are a merry man, sir; and I am glad 
you take your crosses so temperately. Fare you 
well, sir ! And yet I have something more to say 
to you; a word in your ear, I pray! To be plain 
with you, I did lay this plot to arrest you, to en¬ 
joy this money I have of yours with the more 
safety. I am a fool to tell you this now ; but, in 
good faith, I could not keep it in; and the money 
would ha’ done me little good else. An honest 
citizen cannot wholly enjoy his own wife for you; 
they grow old before they have true use of them, 
which is a lamentable thing, and truly much har¬ 
dens the hearts of us citizens against you. I can 
say no more, but am heartily sorry for your heavi¬ 
ness ; and so I take my leave. {Exit. 

1 Cred. Officers, take hold on him again * for 
Alonsieur Mallicorn will do nothing for him, I • 
perceive. 

Enter Dubois, La-Poop, and Lavebdine. 

Dubois. Nay, come, my masters, leave dancing 
of the old measures, and let’s assault him bravely. 

Lav. By no means ; for it goes against my sto¬ 
mach to kill a man in an unjust quarrel. 

La-P It must needs be a clog to a man’s con¬ 
science all his life-time. 

Lav. It must indeed, captain : Besides, do you 
not see he has gotten a guard of friends about 
him, as if he had some knowledge of our purpose ? 

Dubots Had he a guard of devils, 

As I think them little better, 

My sword should do the message that it came for. 
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Ztfv. If you will be so desperate, the blood lie 
upon your own neck, for we’ll not meddle in’t I 

Dubois. I am your friend and servant; [Apart 
to Momague.J Struggle with me, and take my 
sword.— 

[Dubois runs upon Montague, and struggling 
yields him his Sword: the Officers draw^ one ^ 
them Jails ; Laverdine and La-poop in the 
scuffling retire; Montague chaseth them off 
the Stage, hiimeif wounded. 

Noble sir, make your way 1 You have slain an of¬ 
ficer. [Exit, 

Mont. Some one of them has certainly requited 
me; 

For I do lose much blood. [Exit, 

1 Officer. Udsprecious 1 We have lost a bro¬ 
ther : Pursue the gentleman ! 

2 Officer. I’ll not meddle with him : You see 
what comes on’t; besides, I know he will be 
bang’d ere he be taken. 

1 Officer. I tell thee, yeoman, he must be taken 
ere he be bang’d.—He is hurt in the guts; run 
afore therefore, and know how his wife will rate 
his sausages a-pound. 

3 Offiter. Stay, brother 1 I may live; for surely 

I find 1 am but hurt in the leg, a dangerous kick 
on the shin-bone. [Exeunt. 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 

A Grove near the Country-house ^Lamira. 


E7iter Lamiua, Duchess, and Veramour. 
Lam, You see, lady, 

What harmless sports our country life affords; 
And though you meet not here with city dainties, 
Or courtly entertainment, what you have 
Is free and hearty. 

Duch. Madam, I find here 
What is a stranger to the court, content; 

And receive courtesies done for themselves, 
Without an expectation of return. 

Which binds me to your service. 

Lam. Oh, your love! 

My homely house, built more for use than show, 
Observes the golden mean, equally distant 
From glittering pomp, and soidid avarice: 

For masques, w'^e will observe the works of Nature; 
And in the place of visitation, read; 

Our physic shall be wholesome walks; our viands 
Nourishing, not provoking; for I find 
Pleasures aie tortures that leave stings behind. 
Duch, You have a great estate. 

Lam. A competency 
Sufficient to maintain me and my rank; 

Nor am 1,1 thank Heaven, so courtly bred 
As to employ the utmost of my rents 
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In paying tailors for fantastic robes; . 

Or, rather than be second in the fashion, 

Eat out iny officers and my revenues 
With grating usury; iny back shall not be 
The base on which your soothing citizen 
Erects his summer-houses; nor, on th’ other side, 
Will 1 he so penuriously wise, 

As to make money, that’s my slave, my idol; 
Which }et to wrong, merits as much reproof, 

As to abuse our servant. 

Duch. Yet, with your pardon, 

I think you want the crown of all contentment. 
L(mi. In wliat, good madam? 

Duch. In a wor-.hy husband. 

Lam. God ! it is strange the galley-slave should 
piaise 

His oar, or strokes; or you, that have made ship¬ 
wreck 

Of all delight upon this rock call’d Marriage, 
Should sing encomiums on’t. 

Duch. Madam, though one 
Tall from his horse and break his neck, will you 
Conclude from that it is unfit to ride ? 

Or must it follow, because Orleans, 

My lord, is pleased to make his passionate trial 
Ofiny suspected patience, that my brother 
(Were he not so, I might say worthy Amiens) 
Will imitate his ills, that cannot fancy ^ 

What's truly noble in him? 

Lam, I must grant 

There’s as much worth in him as can he look’d for 

3 — that my brother .... 

IVlU imitale ki$ ills^ that cannot yoncj/ 

IVhat's truly noble in him ?] Tliat can you suppose that 
the xvorlhy Aiutenb will imitate the ill qualities of a man who has 
no lelisli lor his'^viriues ? Seward's amendment [That you can't 
faiic)] pioves that he did not undcisland the passage.— Mason, 
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From a young lord; but not enough to make 
Me change my golden liberty, and consent 
To be a servant to it, as wives are 
To the imperious humours of their lords. 
Metbiuks, Fm well: I rise and go to bed ' 
When I think fit; eat what my appetite 
Desires, without controul; my servants’ study 
Is my contentment, and to make me merry 
Their farthest aims; my sleeps are inquired after, 
My rising-up saluted with respect: 

Command and liberty now wait upon 
My virgin state; what would I more? change all. 
And for a husband ? no ! these freedoms die. 

In which they live, with my virginity ; 

Tis in their choice, that’s rich, to he a wife, 

But not, being yoked, to chuse the single life.— 
[Veramour *] * 

Ver. Madam. 

Lam, IJow like you the country ? 

Ver, I like the aii of it well, madam ; and the 
rather, because, as on Irish timber your spider will 
not make his web, ^ so, for aught 1 see yet, your 
cheater, pandar, and informer, being m their dis- 


'• Ptut not being yoked to chuse the single life, 

Vei. Madam.'\ By this reading, Veramour should first spealw 
to the lady, which, from the propiiety ot the thing, fiom the sense 
of the context, and from the measure, it is plain he did not; but 
that his name should be inserted in the end of the lady's speech, 
and she first call to him.— Seward, 

s — on Irish timber your spider will not make Ins wtb.^ The 
spider is vul <iily supposed to be poisonous ; and the same quali¬ 
ty is here given to timber brought from Ireland, as was attnbuUd 
to the country in general, that no poisonous animat could subsist 
in it.— Be.i Jonson also speaks of this quality in his Alchemist. 

Sin. Did Adam write, sir, in High-Dutch ? 

Mam, He did, which proves it was the primitive tongue. 

Sur. What, on paper ? 

Mam. On cedar—— 
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positions too foggy for this piercing climate, shun 
it, and clujse rather to walk in mists in the city. 

Lam. Who did you serve first, boy r 

Ver. A rich merchant’s widow; and was by her 
preferr’d to a young court-lady. 

Duch. And what difference found you in their 
service ? 

Vcr. Very much; for look, bow much my old 
city madam ^ave to her young visitants, so much 
my lady received from her hoary court-servants. 

Lam. And what made you to leave her ? 

Ver. My father, madam, had a desire to have 
me a tall man, * took me from thence. 

Lam. Well, I perceive you inherit the wag from 
your father. 

Ver. Doves beget doves, and eagles eagles, ma¬ 
dam : A citizen here, though left never so rich, 
seldom at the best proves a gentleman ; the son 
of an advocate, though dubb’d like his father, will 
shew a relish of his descent, and the father’s thri¬ 
ving practice; as I have heard, she that of a cham¬ 
bermaid is metamorphosed into a madam, will yet 
remember how oft her [father’s] daughter by her 
mother ^ ventured to lie upon the rushes, before 
she could get in that which makes many ladies. 

Duch. But what think you of your late master ? 

Ver. Oh, madam ! ISighs. 


Sur, O that, indeed, they say. 

Will last 'gainst worms, 

Man, 'Tis like your Irish wood 
’Gainst cobwebs. 

« A tall man.l That is, A stout man. So, in The Merry Devil 
of Edmonton, ** He is mine honest friend and a tall keeper." 

Will yet remember how oft her daughter by her mother,'] The 
word in brackets is inserted at the suggestion of Mason, the text 
being nonsense without it. 
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Lam. Why do you sigh ? you are sorry that you 
left him; 

He made a wanton of you. 

Ver. Not for that; 

Or if he did, for that my youth must love him. 
Oh, pardon me, if I say liberty 
Is bondage, if compared with’his kind service; 
And but to have power now to speak his worth 
To its desert, I should be well content 
To be an. old man when his praise were ended: 
And yet, if at this instant you were pleased 
I should begin, the livery of age 
Would take his lodging upon this head 
Ere I should bring it to a period. 

In brief, he is a man (for God forbid 
That I should ever live to say he xvas) ' 

Of such a shape as would make one beloved 
That never had good thought; and to his body 
He hath a mind of such a constant temper. 

In which [all] virtues throng to have a room j 
Yet ’gainst this noble gentleman, this Montague, 
(For in that name I comprehend all goodness,) 
Wrong, and the wrested law, false witnesses, 

And Envy sent from hell, have rose in arms. 

And, though not pierced, batter’d his honour’d 
shield. 

What shall I say ? I hope you will forgive me, 
That if you were but pleased to love, 

I know no Juno worthy such a Jove. * 


* That if you were h\itf leased to lave,- 
I know no Juno worthy smh a JoveJ\ Both the sense and 
measure of the first line are so lame, that there can, 1 think, be no 
doubt of a coiruplion. That which is most natural for Veraniour 
to say as a proper compliment to Lamira, and a proper wish for 
restoring his beloved master to wealth emd prosperity; this, I say, 
will exactly till up the measure; and though it departs more than 
I could wish from the trace of the letters, yet a few blots in the 
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Enter Charlotte with a Letter, 

Lam. ’Tis well yet that I have the second place 
In your affection.—From whence r 
Chari. From the lord Amiens, madam. 

Lam, ’Tis welcome, though it bear his usual 
language. [^Reads, 

I thought so much; his love-suit speaks his health. 
What’s he that brought it ? 

Chari, A gentleman of good rank, it seems. 
Lam. Where is he ? 

Chari, Receiving entertainment in your house, 
Sorting with his degree* 

Lam. ’Tis well. 

Chari. He waits 
Your ladyship’s pleasure. 

La7n. He shall not wait long.— 

I’ll leave you for a while.—Nay, stay you, boy; 
Attend the lady. 

^Exeunt Lamira and Charlotte. 
Ver. ’Would I might live once 
To wait on my poor master! 


original copy might easily cause such a difference; I hope that I 
shall only restore that original in reading, 

“ That unless you yourself werepleastd to lovej^ 

Lamira*s answer evidently requires some reading to this purport. 
— Seward, 

The seme of the first line is clear, and the text should not be 
violated. Lamira^s answer refers to Veramour's affection, not to 
Montague’s.— Ed. 1778. 

I think Verainour means plainly to say, If you were but plea¬ 
sed to love any man, I do not know any lady so worthy of such a 
man as he is.” 

The drift of Seward’s alteration, as well as Mason's, (who pro¬ 
poses to read not for butj) I cannot think applicable to the text 
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Duch. That’s a good boy ! 

This thankfulness looks lovely on thy forehead; 
And in it, as a book, methinks I read 
Instructions for myself, that am his debtor, 

And would do much that I might be so happy 
To repair that which to our grief is ruined. 

Ver. It were a work a king might glory in. 

If he saw with my eyes. If you please, madam, 
(For sure to me you seem unapt to walk) 

To sit, although the churlish birds deny 
To give us music in this grove, where they 
Are prodigal to others, I’ll strain my voice 
For a sad song; the place is safe and private. 
Duclu Twasmy desire; Begin, good Veramour! 

Music, a Song; at the end of it, enter Montague 
Jainting, his Sword drawn, 

Duch. What’s he, Veramour? 

Ver. A goodly personage. 

Mont. Am I yet safe? or is my flight a dream ? 
My wounds and hunger tell me that I wake; 
Whither have my fears borne me? No matter where; 
Who hath no place to go to, cannot err. 

What shall I do? Cunning Calamity,; 

That others’ gross wits uses to refine. 

When I most need it, dulls the edge of mine. 
Duch. Is not this Montague’s voice ? 

Ver. My master’s ? fy ! 

Mont. What sound was that ? Pish! 

Fear makes the wretch think every leaf o’ th’jury. 
What course to live? beg? better men have done it, 
But in another kind : Steal ? Alexander, 

Though styled a conqueror, was a proud thief, 
Though he robb’d with an army. Fy, how idle 
These meditations are! though thou art worse 
Than Sorrow’s tongue can speak thee, thou art still, 
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Or should St be, honest Montague. 

Duck. ’Tis too true, 

Ver. Tis he! 

What villain’s hands did this? Oh, that my flesh 
Were balm ! in faith, sir, I would plusck it off 
As readily as this ! Pray you accept 
My will to do you service : I have heard 
The mouse once saved the lion in his need, 

As the poor scarab® spoil’d the eagle’s seed.' 
Duch, How do you ? 

Mont, As a forsaken man. 

Duch, Do not say so ! take comfort; 

For your misfortunes have been kind in this, 

To cast you on a hospitable shore, 

Where dwells a lady- 

Ver, She to whom, good master, 

You preferr’d me. 

Duch, In whose house, whatsoe’er 
Your dangers are, I’ll undertake your safety. 

Mont, 1 fear that I’m pursued; and doubt that I, 
In my defence, have kill’d an officer. 

Ver. Is that all ? There’s no law under the sun 
But will, I hope, confess, one drop of blood 
Shed from this arm is recompence enough, 
Though you had cut the throats of all the catch- 
poles 

In France, nay, in the world. 

Mont, I would be loth 
To be a burden, or feed like a drone 
On the industrious labour of a bee; 

And baser far I hold it to owe for 
The bread I eat, what’s not in me to pay: 

Then, since my [once] full fortunes are declined, 
To their low ebb I’ll fashion my high mind. 

^ 5cara£.] A beetle bred in dung. 

* Spil’d the eaglef Former editions.— 5«P0rd, 

3 
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Iliwas Qo shame to Hecuba, to serve 
When Troy was fired; Ift be ia your power 
To be a means to make her entertain me,* 

(And far from that I was; but to supply 
My want with habit fit for him that serves) 

1 shall owe much to you. 

Duck, Leave that care to me. 

Ver. Good sir, lean on my shoulder.—Help, good 
madam!— 

Oh, that I were a horse for half an hour, 

That I might carry you home on,my back! 

I hope you Will love me still ? 

Mont, Thou dost deserve it, boy. 

That 1 should live to be thus troublesome! 

Duck, Good sir, ’tis none. 

Ver, Trouble? most willingly I would be changed 
Like Apuleius, wear his ass’s ear,^ 

Provided 1 might still this burden bear. 


* To be a mans to malte her This mistake of the 

substantive entertainmnt for entertain me, has run through the for* 
mer editions. It has been objec^ to this pasBag(s-*Huw could 
Montague be personally unknown or went a recommendation to 
Lamira, when he had expressly recommended to her both the per* 
sons he speaks to f JUad the poets foreseen the objection, an ad* 
ditional line might have taken it clearly off, since it is very com* 
mon for persons of remarkable goodness, living at great distance 
and personally unknown to each other, to contract great friendships 
merely from character and the intercourse of mutual friends; or 
perhaps what is still a reater band of friendship, their concurrence 
in the same woiks of charity and benevoleii,ce.-^evard. 

Our poets must certainly plead ‘guilty to this cbaige of inad* 
vertency, which they might have removra so easily. Jt possibly 
arose from their not sufficiently comparing together the acts al¬ 
lotted to each. Entertain in the text, as in many other old plays, 
means, engage as a servant. , 

* Like Apuleius, 8fe,'\ See Jpuleiu»*s Golden Aupp l-ranslalcd 
into English by William Adlington, l571t— 

VOL. XI, N 
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Duck. ’Tis a kind boy! 

Mont, I find true proof of it. [^Eaemt» 


SCENE IL 


Paris. A Street before the Palace of Orleans. 


Enter Amiens and Longueville, with a Paper, 

Ami. You’ll carry it ? 

Long. As I live, although my packet 
Were like Bellerophon’s.^ What have you seen 
In me or my behaviour, since your favours 
So plentifully shower’d upon my wants, 

That may beget distrust of my performance ? 

Ami. Nay, be not angry I if I entertained 
But the least scruple of your love, or courage, 

1 would make choice of one with my estate 
Should do me right in this Nor can you blame me. 


. * Although my packet 

Were like Bellerophon*8^ Bellerophon carried a packet from 
Pnctus, king of Argos, to his father-in-law, in which he enjoined 
him to put Bellerophon to death.—-ilfason. 

s 1 would make choice of om which my estate 
Should do me right in iThus the former editions, but I 
believe without a possibility of any rational interpretation: I read, 

with my esUtCt 

i. e, I would have 4 second in this duel that should deliver my 
challenge, and join in the fight with boldness and intrepidity, 
though it cost me my whole estate to procure one. LonguevilK^s 
answer to this has infinite beauty and energy.—6Vward. 
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matter of such consequence 
j^Hr^o importunate. 

Long* Good my lord, 

Let me prevent your further conjurations 
To raise mjr'spirit! I know this is a challenge 
To be delivered unto Orleans* hand ; 

And that my undertaking ends not there, 

But I must be your second, and in that 
Not alone search your enemy, measure weapons, 

But stand in all your' hazards, as our bloods 
Ran in the self-same veins; in which if I 
Better not your opinion, as a limb 
That’s putriiied and useless cut me otf. 

And underneath the gallows bury it! 

Ami, At full you understand me, and in this ' 

Bind me, and what is mine, to you and yours: 

I will not so much wrong you as to add 
One syllable more; let it suffice I leave 
My honour to your guard, and in that prove 
You hold the first place in my heart and love! 

[fcV. 

Long. The first place in a lord’s affection ? very 
good ! And how long doth that last ? perhaps the 
changing of some three shirts in the tennis-court. 

Well, it were very necessary that an order were 
taken (if it were possible) that younger brothers 
might have more wit, or more money; for now, 
however the fool hath long been put upon him 
that inherits, his revenue hath bought him a 
spunge, and wiped off the imputation: and for 
the understanding of the younger, let him get as i 

•ft 

Seward's reading is very bald, and will scarce convey the sense 
he annexes to it, at least not iu the style of our authors. The old 
reading would better bear it,—Ed. 177 

It is evidently necessary to adopt Seward's variation. Every one 
knows that wikh and with aie abbreviated in the same way, and 
this accounts very plainly for the corruption. 
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much rhetoric as he can, to grace his lang 
they will see he shall have gloss little enou; 
set out his bark. 



Unter Dubois. 

i 

Stand, Dubois ! Look about! is all safe r 

Dubois, Approach not near me but with reve*' 
rence, 

Laurel, and adorations ! I have done 
More than deserves a hundred thanks. 

Long, How now ? What’s the matter ? 

Dubois, With this hand, only aided by this brain. 
Without an Orpheus’ harp, redeem’d, from hell’s 
Three-headed porter, our Eurydice. 

Long, Nay, pr’ythee, speak sense I this is like 
the stale braggart in a play. 

Dubois, Then, in plain prose, thus, and with as 
little action as thou canst aesire; the three-headed 
porter were three inexorable catchpoles, out of 
whose jaws, without the help of Orpheus’ harp, 
bait or bribe, (for those two strings make the music 
that mollifies those flinty furies,) I rescued’our 
Eurydice; I mean my old master Montague. 

Long, And is this all? A poor rescue! I thought 
thou hadst reversed the judgment for his over¬ 
throw in his suit; or wrought upon his adversary 
Orleans, taken the shape of a ghost, frighted his 
mind into distraction, and, for the appeasing of 
his conscience, forced him to make restitution of 
Montague’s lands, or such like. Rescued? 'Slight, 
I would have hired a chrocheteur® for two carde* 
cues to have done so much with his whip I 

f .Have Air€(2 acrocheture /or/wo cardecues.] The true word 
here, not being understood, is printed wrung in allthe^editions; it 
"hould be a chrocheUttr, i. e. a por/er,—’Seward. 



FORTUNE. 


m 


Scene II.] 

Duhois, You "would, sir ? And yet ’tis more than 
three on their foot>cloths^ durst do for a sworn 
brother in a coach. 

Long, Besides, what proofs of it ? for aught I 
know this mav be a trick; 1 had rather have him 
a prisoner, wnere I might visit him, and do him 
service, than not at all, or 1 know not where. 

Dubois, Well, sir, the end will shew it. What’s 
that ? a challenge ? 

Long, Yes; where’s Orleans? though we fight 
in jest, he must meet with Amiens in earnest— 
Fall off! we are discover’d!—My horse, gari^on, 
ha! 

Dubois, Were it not in a house, and in his pre* 
sence 

To whom I owe all duty—• 

Long. What would it do ? 

Prate, as it does; but be as far from striking, 

As he that owes it, Orleans. 

Dubois, How? 

Long, I think thou art his porter^ 

Set here to answer creditors, that his lordship 
Is not within, or takes the diet I am sent, 

And will grow here until I have an answer, 

Not to demand a debt of money, but 
To call him to a strict account for wrong 
Done to the honours of a gentleman. 

Which nothing but his heart-blood shall wash off. 

Dubois, Shall I hear this ? 

Long, And more; that if I may not 
Have access to him, I will fix this here, 

To his disgrace and thine—^ 


First folio—AtWd! cror^ieture; second, hired Acar- 

decuCf as has been be^re obsenred, is a corruption of qmrt d*s«r, 
a quarter of a dollar. 

’’ Foot<hthsi] See vol. VII, p. 30ti. 
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Dubois. And thy life with it. 

Long. Then have the copies of it pasted on posts, 
Like pamphlet’titles, that sue to be sold; 

Have his disgrace talk for tobacco-shOps, 

His picture baffled i ■ ■ ■ 

Dubois. All respect away! 

Were’t in a church- \JDraw both. 

Long. This is the book I pray with. 

Enter Orleans. 

Orl. Forbear, upon your lives ! 

Long. What, are you roused ? I hope your lord- 
ship can read (though he stain not his birth with 
scholarship.)—Doth it not please you now? If 
you are a right monsieur, muster up the rest of 
your attendance, which is a page, a cook, a pan- 
dar, coachman, and a footman, (in these days, a 
great lord’s train) pretending I am unworthy to 
bring you a challenge; instead of answering it, 
have me kick'd. 

Dubois. If he does, thou deservest it. 

Long. I dare you all to touch me I I’ll not stand 
still. 

What answer you ? 

Orl. That thou hast done to Amiens 
The office of a faithful friend, which I 
Would cherish in thee, were he not my foe. 
However, since on honourable terms 
He calls me forth, say I will meet with him; 

And hy Duhois, ere sun-set, make him know 
The time and place, my sword’s length, and what¬ 
ever 

Scruple of circumstance he can expect* 

Long. This answer comes unlpok’d-for. Fare 
you well! 


2 
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Finding your temper thus, Vould I had said less! 

OrL Now comes thy love to the test. 

Dubois, My lord, ’twill hold, 

And in all dangers prove itself true gold. \ExeunU 


SCENE III. 


/ 

The Country, A Hall in Lamira’s Houses* 


Enter Laveudine, La-Poop, Mallicoi^^^* 

Servant, ' 

V 

Serv. I will acquaint my lady with youij coming. 
Please you repose yourselves here. 

Mai. There’s a tester; . 

Nay, now I am a wooer, I must be bourn 
Serv. If you would have two three-pencf ® 
sir, 

To give some of your kindred as you ride, i 
I’ll see if I can get them ; we use not „ . 
(Though servants) to take bribes. 

Lav, Then thou art unfit to be in office, eithcff 
in court or city. 

La~P. Indeed corruption is a tree, whose branches 
are of an unmeasurable length; they spread every 
where, and the dew that drops from thence hath 
infected some chairs and stools of authority. 

Mai, Ah, captain, lay not all the fault upon 
officers; you know you can shark, though you be 
out of action, witness Montague ! 

Lav. Hang him! he’s safe enough: You had a 
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hand in it too, and have gained by him. But I 
wonder you citizens, that keep so many books, 
and take such sti?^t accounts for every farthing 
due to you from others, reserve not so much as a 
memorandum for the courtesies you receive. 

MaL Would you have a citizen book those? 
Thankfulness is a thing we are not sworn to in 
our indentures; you may as well urge conscience. 

Lav, Talk no more of such vanities! Montague 
is irrecoverably sunk: 1 would we had twenty 
;]iore to send after him. The snake that would 
be^skdragon, and have wings, must eat; and what 
implies that, but this, that in this cannibal age, 
he, tMl^ would have the suit of wealth, must not 
care wlWni he feeds on ? And, as 1 have heard, no 
Besh ba^^^Qs better than that of a professed friend; 
and he would mount to honour, must not make 
dainty t^' use the,head of his mother, back of his 
father, oit ueck of his brother, for ladders to his 
Dreferme^l^: for but observe, and you shall find 
^or the cunning Villainy sit at a feast 

is principM guest, and innocent Honesty wait as 
i contem’ued servant with a trencher. 

La-F* The ladies! 

EJw/er*M ontague hareheaded^^ Lamira, Duchess^ 

^ Charlotte, and Veramouk. 

^ Mont. Do you smell ;pothing ? 

Chari. Not I, sir. ‘ ‘ 

Mont. The carrion of knaves is very strong in 
my nostrils. 

Lav. We came to admire; and find Fame was 4 
niggard, 


* Enter Montague bareheaded.] That ijs, as a lervant. 
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Which we thought prodigal in your report,® 
Before we saw you. 

Lam, Tush, sir I this courtship’s old. 

Zfl-P. ni fight for thee, sweet wench; 

This is my tongue, and wooes for me. 

Lam. Good man of war, 

Hands olF! if you take me, it must be by siege, 
Not by an onset: And for )'our valour, I 
Think that I have deserved few enemies. 

And therefore need it not. 

Mai, Thou needest nothing, sweet lady, but an 
obsecjuious husband; and where wilt thou find 
him, if not in the city?—We are true Muscovites 
to our wives, and are never better pleased than 
when they use us as slaves, bridle and saddle us: 
Have me! Thou shalt command all my wealth as 
thine own; thou shalt sit like a ^ueen in my war^ 
house; and my factors, at the return with my 
ships, shall pay thee tribute of all the rarities of 
the earth; thou shalt wear gold, feed on deli- 
cates; the first peascods, strawberries, grapes, 
cherries, shall—— 

Lam, Be mine: I apprehend what you would 
say. 

Those dainties, which the city pays so dear for. 
The country yields for nothing, and as early; 
And, credit me, your far-fet * ** viands please not 
My appetite better than those that are near hand. 
Then, for your promised service and subjection 

* Which we thought prodigal in our rqmrt,] Former editions. 
Mr Sympson concurred in the correction.—.Seward. 

* Far-fet.] Seward alters fet to fetch*d ; but fet is right; it was 
the language of the times. So in Roger Ascham's Works, p. 13 : 

** And therefore, agaynst a desperate evill began to seeke for a des¬ 
perate remedie; which was fet from Rome, a shop always open to 
any mischief, as you shall perceive in these few leaves, if you marke 
them well."—Reed. 



m THE HONEST MAN’S [Act III. 

To all my humours when I am your wife, 
(Which, as it seems, is frequent in the city) 

I cannot find what pleasure they receive 
In using their fond husbands like their maids: 
But, of this, more hereafter! I accept 
Your proffer kindly, and yours; My house stands 
open 

To entertain you; take your pleasure in it, 

And ease after your journey ! 

Duck, Do you note 
The boldness of the fellows ? 

Lam, Alas, madam! 

A virgin must in this be like a lawyer; 

And as he takes all fees, she must hear all suitors; 
The one for gain, the other for her mirth: 

Stay with the gentlemen ! we’ll to the orchards. 
[Ej^eunt Lamira, Duchess, Veramour, and 
Charlotte. 

Ztf-P. Pox ! what art thou ? 

Mont, An honest man, though poor: 

[Puts on his hat. 

And look they like to monsters ? are they so rare ? 
Lav, Rose from the dead ? 

Mai. Do you hear, monsieur Serviteur ? Didst 
thou never hear of one Montague, a prodigal gull, 
that lives.about Paris ? 

Mont, So, sir! 

Lav, One that, after the loss of his main estate 
in a law-suit, bought an office in the court ? 

La-P, And should have letters of mart,* to have 
the Spanish treasure as it came from the Indies ? 
were not thou and he twins ? Put off thy hat; let 
me see thy forehead. 

Mont. Though you take privilege 


* Letters of Synonymous with letters of marque; both 
terms were used mdiscrimiuately. 
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FORTUNE. 


m 


To use your tongues, I pray you hold your fingers 1 
Twas your base cozenage made me as I am; 

And, were you somewher^e-else, I would take off 
This proud film from your eyes, that will not let 
you 

Know I am Montague. 

Enter Lamira behind the Arras, 

Lam, I’ll observe this better. 

Lav, And art thou he ? I will do thee grace; 
give me thy hand! 1 am glad thou hast taken so 
good a course: serve God, and please thy mis¬ 
tress ; if I prove to be thy master, as I am very 
likely, I will do for thee. 

MaU ’Faith, the fellow’s well-made for a ser- 
vingman, and will no doubt carry a chine of beef 
with a good grace. 

Zfl-P. Pr’ythee be careful of me in my cham* 
her : I will remember thee at my departure. 

Mont. All this I can endure, under this roof; 
And so much owe I her, whose now I am, 

That no wrong shall incense me to molest 
Her quiet house. While you continue here, 

I will not be ashamed to do you service 
More than to her, because such is her pleasure. 
But you that have broke thrice, and fourteen times 
Compounded for two shillings in the [lound, 
Know I dare kick you in your shop! Do you hearf 
If ever I see Paris, though an army 
Of musty murrions,^ rusty brown bills^ and clubs, 

3 Of n)u8ly niurrions, So in Philaster 

** We are thy myrmidomt thy guard, thy roarers I 
And when thy noble body is in durance. 

Thus do we clap our musty murrions on. 

And trace the streets in terror.”—Reed. 

4 Brown bills.} This was an old weapon of the English infantry, 
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Stand for your guard —I have heard of your tricks. 
And you that smell of amber* at my charge, 

And triumph in your cheat—well, I may live 
To meet thee! be it among a troop of such 
That are upon the fair face of the court 
Like running ulcers, and before thy whore, 
Trample upon thee! 

La*P, This a language for a livery ? take heed; 
I am a captain. 

Mont, A coxcomb, are you not? That thou and I, 
To give proof which of us dares most, were now 
In midst of a rough sea, upon a piece 
Of a split ship, where only one might ride, 

I would—but foolish anger makes me talk 
Like a player! [Lamira Jrom the Arras, 

Lam, Indeed, you act a part doth ill become you, 
My servant; is this your duty ? 

Mont, I crave your pardon. 

And will hereafter be more circumspect. 

Lav, Oh, the power of a woman’s tongue! It 
hath done more than we three with our swords 
durst undertake; put a madman to silence. 

Lam, Why, sirrah, these are none of your com¬ 
rades. 

To drink with in the cellar; one of those, 

For aught you know, may live to be your master. 
La-P, There’s some comfort yet. 

Lam, Here’s choice of three: A wealthy mer¬ 
chant— 

Mai, Hem! she is taken; she hath spied my 

but in our authors' dine it was only used by watchmen. 'In Mar¬ 
low's Edward II. Hugh Spencer enters 

— with a band of bowmen and of pikes, 

Brown bills and targiteers, four hundred strong. 

’ Amber,'] Amber was a favounte perfume at the time. See 
vel. II. p. 328. 
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good calf, and many ladies chuse their husbands 
by that. 

Lam. A courtier that’s in grace; a valiant captain; 
And are these mates for you ? Away, begone! 
Mont. I humbly pray you will be pleased to 
pardon! 

And to give satisfaction to you, madam, 
(Although I break my heart) I will confess 
That 1 have wrong’d them too, and make submis¬ 
sion. 

Lam, No; I’ll spare that. Go bid the cook 
haste supper. [Exit Montague. 

La-P. Ob, brave lady, thou art worthy to have 
servants, to be commandress of a family, that 
knowest how to use and govern it. 

Lav. You shall have many mistresses that will 
so mistake, as to take their horse-keepers and 
footmen instead of their husbands; thou art none 
of those. 

Mai. But she that can make distinction of men, 
and knows when she hath gallants and fellows of 

rank and quality in her house-- 

Lam. Gallants indeed, if it be the gallants’ 
fashion 

To triumph in the miseries of a man, 

Of which they are the cause! One that transcends 
(In spite of all that Fortune hath, or can be, done) 
A million of such things as you !—My doors 
Stand open to receive all such as wear 
The shape of gentlemen; and my gentlier nature 
(1 might say weaker) .weighs not the expence 
Of ent;ertainment: Think you I’ll forget yet 
"What’s due unto myself? do not I know, 

That you have dealt with poor Montague, but like 
Needy commanders, cheating citizens. 

And perjured ^pourtiers? 1 ^ much moved, else 
use not 
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To say so much: If you will bear yourselves 
As fits such you would make me tnink you are, 
You may stay; if not, the way lies before you. 

Mai. What think you of this., captain ? 

La-P. That this is a bawdy-house, with pin¬ 
nacles and turrets, in which this disguised Mon¬ 
tague goes to rut gratis; and that this i^ a landed 
pandress, and makes her house a brothel for cha¬ 
rity. 

Mai. Come, that’s no miracle; but from whence 
derive you the supposition ? 

Lav. Observe but the circumstance! You all 
know, that in the height of Montague’s prosperi¬ 
ty, he did affect, and had his love returned by, 
this lady Orleans : since her divorcement, and his 
decay of estate, ’tis known they have met; not so 
much as his boy is wanting; * and that this can 
be any thing else than a mere plot for their night- 
work, is above my imagination to conceive. 

Mai. Nay, it carries probability: let’s observe 
it better; but yet with such caution, as our pry¬ 
ing be not discovered ! here’s all things to be had 
without cost, and therefore good staying here. 

La~P. Nay, that’s true; I would we might woo 
her twenty years, like Penelope’s suitors. Come, 
Laverdine I [Exeunt Mallicoun and La-Poop, 

Lav. I follow instantly.—Yonder be is. The 
thought of this boy hath much cooled my affec- 

f 

< l^ot so much as his hoy but U •aanting,'] ‘But is an interpola- 
Uon of the second folio. Laverdine sajs, he has even brought 
his boy Veramour along with him.’* Seward is very much puzz¬ 
led here to make oat his metre, and thinks it convenient to inter¬ 
polate these few Words, 

— And here they are together^ not so iQUch, &c. 
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tion to his lady; and by all conjectures this is a 
disguised whore: Til try if 1 can search this 
mine.— 


Enter Veeamour. 

Page! 

Ver, Your pleasure, sir? 

Lwo* Thou art a pretty boy. 

Ver, And you a brave man: now I am out of 
your debt. [Goings 

Lav, Nay^ pr*ythee stay I 

Ver, I am in haste, sir. 

Lav, By the faith of a courtier- 

Ver, Take heed what you say! you have taken 
a strange oath. 

Lav, I have not seen a youth that hath pleased 
me better: I would thou couldst like me, so far 
as to leave thy lady and wait on me! I would 
maintain thee in the bravest clothes- 

Ver. Though you took them up on trust, or 
bought them at the broker’s ? 

Lav, Or any way. Then thy employments should 
be so neat and cleanly—thou shouldst not touch 
a pair of pantables’ in a month; and thy lodging— 

Ver, Should be in a brothel. 

Lav. No; but in mine arms. 

Ver, That may be the circle of a bawdy-house, 
or worse. 

Lav. I mean thou shouldst lie with me. 

Ver, Lie with you ? I had rather lie with my 


^ Fanfabks,'] i. e. Pantofies, slippers. The word was pronoun* 
cod in various ways. So in Edward’s Damon and Pithias: 

** If you play Jacke napes, in mocking ray master, and despi* 
sing my face. 

Even here with a pantacle I will you disgrace.*’ 
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lady's monkey \ 'twas never a good world since 
our French lords learned of the Neapolitans to 
make their pages their bedfellows; it doth more 
hurt to the suburb ladies ^ than twenty dead va¬ 
cations. ’Tis supper-time, sir. \Ea:it^ 

Lav» I thought so! 1 know by that 'tis a wo¬ 
man ; for because peradventure she hath made 
trial of the monkey, she prefers him before me, 
as one unknown: Well, 

These are strange creatures,* and have strange 
desires; 

And men must use strange means to quench 
strange fires. [£J. 2 'tV. 


s Suburb la^esJ] See the preceding Tolumespos^m. So in The 
Unfortunate Mother, by Nabbea 

** The maidenheads you purchased in our absence, 

Many a suburb ageiit is enriched by.*' 

* These are standing creatures, and have strange desires ; 

And men must use strange means to quench strange The 
old folio had printed this as prose; the late editors lound out that 
these two lines rhymed, and therefore should be printed as verse ; 
but they did not observe, that there was a corrupt word in the first 
line equally injurious both to sense and measure, for what is 
ing creatures i We must indisputably read, 

■ ■ 1 . -■ strange creatures* —Seward. 

9 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 


Before the same. 


Enter Montague alone, in mean Habit. 

Mont. Now, Montague ! who discerns thy spi¬ 
rit now, 

Thy breeding, or thy blood ? here’s a poor cloud 
Eclipsetb all thy splendour: Who can read 
In thy pale face, dead eye, or Lenten suit,* 

The liberty thy ever-giving hand 
Hath bought for others, manacling itself 
In gyves of parchment indissoluble ? 

The greatest-hearted man, supplied wjth means, 
Nobility of birth, and gentlest parts, 

Ay, though the right-hand of his sovereign, 

If Virtue quit her seat in his high soul, 

Glitters but like a palace set on lire. 

Whose glory, whilst it shines, but ruins him; 

And his bright show, each hour to ashes tending, 
Shall at the last be raked up like a sparkle. 
Unless men’s lives and fortunes feed the flame. 
Not for my own wants, though, blame I my stars. 
But suffering others to cast love on me. 

When I can neither take, nor thankful be: 

My lady’sr woman, fair and virtuous, 

* Lenten It v^ibrmerly usual, as it is still, in some ca? 
tholic Countries, to dress very plain during the Lent season. 

VOL.- XI. O 
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Young as the present month, solicits me 

For love and marriage; now, being nothing worth— 

Enter Veramour, 

Ver, Oh, master! I have sought you a long hour: 
'Good faith, I never joy'd out of your sight! 

For God’s sake, sir, be merry, or else bear 
The buffets of your fortunes with more scorn ! 

Do but begin to rail; teach me the way, 

And ril sit down, and help your anger forth. 

I have known you wear a suit full worth a lordship; 
Give to a man, whose need ne'er frighted you 
From calling of him jrknd^ five hundred crowns, 
Ere sleep had left your senses to consider 
Your own important present uses : * Yet, 

Since, I have seen you with a trencher wait, 

Void of all scorn ; therefore I’ll wait on vou. 
Monl. ’Would God thou wert less honest! 

Ver. 'Would to God 

You were less worthy ! I am even wi’ ye, sir. 
Mont, Is not thy master strangely fallen, when 
thou 

Serv’st for no wages, but for charity ? 

Thou dost surcharge me with thy plenteous love j 
The goodness of thy virtue shewn to me, 

More opens still my disability 

To quit thy pains : Credit me, .loving boy, 

A free and honest nature may be oppressed. 

Tired with courtesies from a liberal spirit. 

When they e:(cl^ed his means of gratitude. 

Ver, But due in him that, to that end, 

• ImportanU] That is, importunate. The word occurs, even gg 
a substantive, lor importunacy. So in Heywood's Challenge of 
Beauty— " 

“ Could opportunity have moved, words templed, 
Persuasions took effect, or gifts prevailed, 

BcneaU^ my much importance she had fallen.” 
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Sll 

Intends his love or duty. 

'Mont. Little world ' 

Of virtue, why dost love and follow me? 

Ver. I will follow you through all countries;' 
ril run (fast as I can) by your horse-side, 

I’ll hold .your stirrup when you do alight, 

And withoui grudging wait till you return : 

I will quit offer'd means, and expose myself 
To cold and hunger, still to be with you^; 
Fearless I’ll travel through a wilderness; 

And when you aie weary, I will lay me down, 
That in iny bo^<Hn y’ou may rest your head; 
Where, whilst you sleep, I’ll watch, that no wild 
beast 

Shall hurt or trouble you ; and thus we’ll breed 
A story to make every hearer weep, 

When they discourse our fortunes and our loves, 
Mont. Oil, what a scoff might men of wome* 
make, 

If they did know this boy !—But my desire 
Is, that thou wouldst not (as thou usest still, 
When, like a servant, I ’mong servants sit) 

Wait on my trencher, fill my cups witft wine: 
Why shouldst thou do this, boy ? pr’ythee, con¬ 
sider, 

I am not what I was. 

Ver. Curs’d be the day 
When I forget that Montague was my lord, 

Or not remember him my master still! 

Mont. Rather curse me, with whom thy youth 
hath spent 

So many hours, and yet untaught to live 
By any worldly quality. 

Ver. Indeed 

You never taught me how to handle cards, 

3 I will follow, &c.] There is great resemblance in this seene 
to Philaster and Bellario.—£d* 1778. 
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To cheat and cozen men with oaths and lies; 
Those are the worldly qualities to live: 

Some of our scarlet gallants teach their boys 
These worldly qualities. 

Since stumbling Fortune then leaves Virtue thus, 
Let me leave Fortune, ere be vicious! 

Mont. Oh, lad, thy love will kill me ! 

Vtr» In truth, 

I think in conscience I shall die for you. 

Good master, weep not! do you want aught, sir? 
Will you have any money ? here’s some silver, 
And here’s a little gold ; 'twill serve to play. 

And put more troublesome thoughts out of your 
mind: 

I pray, sir, take it! I’ll get more with singing, 
And then I’ll bring it you : My lady ga’t me; 
And, by my soul, it was not covetousness, 

But I forgot to tell you sooner on’t. 

Mont. Alas, boy, thou art not bound to tell 
it me, 

And less to give it; buy thee scarfs and garters ! 
And when I have money, I’ll give thee a sword: 
Nature made thee a beauteous cabinet. 

To lock up all the goodness of the earth. 

Enter Charlotte. 

Ver, I have lost my voice with the very sight 
of this gentlewoman ! Good sir, steal away ! you 
were wont to be a curious avoider of women’s 
company. 

Mont. Why, boy, thou dar’st trust me any 
where, dar’st thou not ? 

Ver. I had rather trust you by a roaring lion, 
than a ravening woman. 

Mont. Why, boy ? 

Ver. Why, truly, she devours more man’s flesh. 
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MonU Ay, but she roars not, boy. 

Ver, No, sir ? why she is never silent but when 
her mouth is full. 

Chari, Monsieur Montague! 

Mont. My sweet fellow I since you please to 
call me so. 

Ver. Ah, ’my conscience, she would be pleased 
well enough to call you bed-fellow. Oh, master, 
do not hold her by the hand so! A woman is a 
lime-bush, that catcheth all she toucheth. 

Chari. 1 do most dangerously suspect this boy 
to be a wench ; Art thou not one.'* Come hither, 
let me feel thee. 

Ver. With all my heart. 

Chari. Why dost thou pull off thy glove ? 

Ver. Why, to feel whether you be a boy, or no. 

Chari Fy, boy ! go to I I’ll not look your head, 
nor comb your locks any more, if you talk thus. 

Ver. Why, I’ll sing to you no more then. 

Chari Fv upon’t, how sad you are! A young 
gentleman that was the very sun of France— 

JMunt. But T am in the eclipse now. 

Chari. Suffer himself to be o’er-run with a le¬ 
thargy of melancholy and discontent 1 
Ro uze up thy spirit, man, and shake it off; 

A noble soul is like a ship at sea, 

That sleeps at anchor when the ocean’s calm ; 

But when she rages, and the wind blows high, 

He cuts his way with skill and majesty. 

I would turn a fool, or poet, or any thing, or 
marry, to make you merry; Pr’y thee let’s walk !— 
Good Veramour, leave thy master and me; I have 
earnest business with him. 

Ver. Pray do you leave my master and me! we 
were very merry before you came. He does not 
covet women’s company; What have you to do 
with him ?~-Come, sir, will you go '> and I’ll sing 
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to you again.—Ffaitli, his mind is stronger than 
to credit women’s vows, and too pure to be capa¬ 
ble of their loves. 

Chari. The boy is jealous. Sweet lad, leave us! 
my lady call’d for you, I sweai : That’s a good 
child ! there is a piece of gold for thee; go, buy 
a feather! 

Vzr. There’s two pieces for you ; do you go 
and buy one, or what you will, or nothing, so you 
go!—Nay then, I see you would have me go, 
sir ! why, i’faith I will, now I perceive you love 
her better than you do me : But, God bless you! 
Whatever you do, or intend, 1 know you are a 
very honest man! f 'Exit*. 

Chari, Still shall I woo thee, whilst thy ears 
reply . 

I cannot^ or / will not marry thee ? * 

Why hast thou drawn the blood out of my cheeks, 
And given a quicker motion to my heart ? 

Oh, thou hast bred a fever in my veins, 

Call’d Love, which no physician can cure! 

Have mercy on a maid, whose simple youth- 

Mont, How your example, fairest, teacbcth me 
A ceremonious idolatry ! [^Kneels, 

By all the joy of loi% I love thee better 
Than I or any man can tell another ! 

And will express the mercy which thou cravest; 
I will forbear to marry thee. Consider, 

Thou art Nature’s heir in feature, and thy parents* 
In fair inheritances; Rise with these thoughts, 
And look on me; but with a woman’s eye; 


•• Still ihall I woo theCt whilst thy ears reply^ &c.] Mason 
thinks we should read tears ; but the text ma)' mean, somewhat 
iriegularly expressed certainly, ** When 1 woo thee thou dust not 
speak, but thy ears receiving my plaint of love, thy mind re¬ 
plies,” &c. 
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A decayed fellow, void of means and spirit. 
Chari. Of spirit.? 

MofU. Yes; [else] could I tamely live, ^ 

Forget my father’s blood, wait, and make legs, 
Stain my best breeches with the servile drops 
That fall from others’ draughts ? 

Chari. This vizard wherewith thou wouldst 
hide thy spirit 

Is perspective, to shew it plainlier: 

This undervalue of thy life, is but 

Because 1 should not buy thee. What more speaks 

Greatness of man than valiant patience, 

That shrinks notunder his fate’s strongest strokes ? 
These Roman deaths, as falling on a s\tord. 
Opening of veins, with poison quenching thirst. 
Which we erroneously do style the deeds 
Of the heroic and magnanimous man, 

Was dead-eyed Cowardice, and white-cheek’d 
Fear; 

Who doubting Tyranny, and fainting under 
Fortune’s false lottery, desperately run 
To Death, for dread of Death; that soul’s most 
stout, 

That, bearing all mischance, dares last it out. 
Will you perform your word, and marry me. 
When 1 shall call you to’t ? 

Mont. I’faith, 1 will. 


Enter Longueville, with a Riding-rod, 
Chari. Who’s this alights here ? 


^ .Of spirit ^ 

Yesy could I tamtly The syllable wanting here to the 
measure is equally advantageous to the sense ; I tlicrefore read, 

I else tameli/ livcy* &c. 

* 

The sentiments of tm^next speech deserve to have been placed to 
a more conspicuous character than a lady's v/omun.~-Sexoard. 
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Long, With leave, fair creature, 

Are you the lady-mistress of the house ? 

Chari, Her servant, sir. 

Long, T pray then favour me. 

To inform your lady, and duke Orleans’ wife, 

A business of import awaits ’em here, 

And craves for speedy answer. 

Chari, Are you in post, sir ? 

Long. No; I am in sat tin, lady; ® 

I would you would be in post. 

Chari. I will return, sweet. [Emt 

Long, Honest friend, do you belong to the 
house ? 

I pray be cover’d. 

Mo?it. Yes, sir, I do. 

Long, Ha 1 d ream’st thou, Longueville ? 

Sure ’tis not he !—Sir, I should know you. 

Mont, So should I you, but that I am ashamed: 
But, though thou know’st me, pr’ythee. Longue- 
ville, 

Mock not my poverty! Pray remember yourself: 
Shews it not strangely for thy clothes to stand 
Without a hat to mine ? Mock me no more. 

Long, The pox embroider me all over, sir, 

If ever I began to mock you vet. 

The plague upon me, why should I wear velvet 
And silver lace } ’Sdeath, I will tear it off. 

Mont, Why, madman ? 

Long. Put on my hat? Yes, when I’m hanged I 
will! 

^ Art yott in post, ur t 
Long. No; I am in sattin, lady. 

I would you would be in post.] The question of Charlotte evi¬ 
dently means, “ Are you sent as a post, or mes'enger V* to which 
Longueville answers, No, lady, I am in sbttin, that is, 1 am a 
gentleman. 1 would you would post, or message in haste." 
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Pox! I could break my head, 

For holding eyes that knew not you at first! 

But,Time and Fortune, run your courses with him; 
He’ll laugh and storm you, when you shew most 
hate! ’ 

Writer Lamira, Dtichessj Laverdine, La-Poop, 
Maliicorn, Veramour, flfwd Charlotte* 

Lam, You are a fair monsieur. 

Long, Do you mock me, lady? 

Lam. ^'our business, sir, I mean. 

Duch. Regard yourself, good monsieur Longue- 
VIlie! 

Lam. You are too negligent of yourself and 
place; 

Cover your head, sweet monsieur! 

Lmg. Mistake me not, fair ladies; 

’Tis not to you, nor you, that I staiid bare. 

Lav, Nay, sweet dear monsieur, let it be not to 
us then ! 

La-P, A pox of compliment! 

Mont, And pox of manners ! 

Pray hide your head; your gallants use to do’t. 
Long, And you your foreheads! Why, you need¬ 
ful accessary rascals, 

That cannot live without your mutual knaveries, 
More than a bawd, a pandar, or a whore. 

From one another, how dare you suspect 
That I stand bare to you ? What make you here ?— 

’ He’V laugh and storm you.'\ How easily $corn was altered to 
storm by a mistake of the printer; but how much a properer 
wtMu scorn is in the place every reader will see, though storm has 
hitherto run through all the former editions,—Sezrard. ' 

The text may W right, and^nean, in old languagCiiM-storm at 
you. 
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Shift your house, lady, of ’em; for I know ’em; 
They come to steal [your] napkins, and your 
spoons: 

Look to your silver bodkin, gentlewoman, 

“Tis a dead utensil; and, page, beware your pock¬ 
ets ! 

My reverence is unto this man, my master; 
Whom you, with protestations and oaths, 

As high as Heaven, as deep as Hell, which would 
Deceive the wisest man of honest nature. 

Have cf>zen’d and abused : But, I may meet you, 
And beat you one with th’ other! 

Mont, Peace ! no more I 
Long. Not a word, sir. 

Lwc* 1 am something thick of hearing; 

What said he ? 

La-P. I hear him, but regard him not. 

MaL Nor I; lam never angry fasting. 

Long, My love 

Keeps back my duty. Noblest lady, if 
Husband, or brother, merit love from you, 
Prevent their dangers ! this hour brings to trial 
Their hereto-sleeping hates : By this time, each 
Within a yard is of the other’s heart; 

And met to prove their causes and their spirits 
With their impartial swords’ points: Haste and 
save. 

Or never meet them more, but at the grave! 
Duch. Oh, my distracted heart! that my wreck’d 
honour 

Should for a brothel’s, or a husband’s, life, 
Through thy uudoing, die ! 

Lam. Amiens engaged ? 

If he miscarry, all my hopes and joys, 

1 now confess it loudly, are undone: 

Caroch, and haste ! one minute may betray 
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A life more worth than all time can repay. 

[EjL'eunt Ladies and Montague. 

Mai. Humph! monsieur Laverdine pursues this 
boy extremely.—Captain, what will you do ? 

La-P. Any thing but follow to this land-ser¬ 
vice : I am a sea-captain, you know, and to offer 
to part 'em, without we could do’t like watermen 
with long staves, a quarter of a mile off, might be 
dangerous. 

Mai. Why then, let’s retire and pray for ’em ! 
•I am resolved to stop; your intent ? ® Abused 
more than we have been we cannot be, without 
they fall to flat beating on’s. 

[Exeunt Mallicorn and La-Poop. 

Lai). And that were unkindly done, i’faith: 

Ver. Curse me, but you are the troublesomest 
ass that e’er I met with! Retire ! you. smell like 
a woman’s chamber, that’s newly up, before she 
has pinched her .vapours in with her clothes. 

Lai). I will haunt thee like thy grandame’s 
ghost; thou shalt never rest for me I 

Ver. Well, I perceive ’tis vain to conceal a se¬ 
cret from you; Believe it, sir, indeed i’m a wo¬ 
man. 

Lai). Why, la! I knew’t; this prophetical tongue 
of mine never fail’d me: My mother was half a 
witch; never any thing that she forespake but 
came to pass. A woman! how happy am I! Now 
we may lawfully come together, without fear of 
hanging! Sweet wench, be gracious I In honoura¬ 
ble sort I woo, no otherwise. 

Ver. ’Faith, the truth is, I have loved you long— 

Lav. See, see 1 

® I am resolved tp stop youir intent.] Seward reads, ** I am resol¬ 
ved to stop here ; your intent ?” This punctuation is right; but 
there is no occasion to retain the interpolated word. 
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Ver* But durst not open it. 

JLav, By Heaven, I think so ! 

Fer. But, briefly, when you bring it to the test, 
if there be not one gentleman in this house will 
challenge more interest in me than you can, I am 
at your disposure. [Exit, 

Lav, Oh, Fortunatus, I envy thee not 
For cap, or pouch! ^ this day I’ll prove my fortune, 
In which your lady doth elect her husband, 

Who will be Amiens; ’twill save my wedding- 
dinner. 

Pauvre La-Poop and Mallicorn ! If all fail, 

I will turn citizen: A beauteous wife 

Is the horn-book to the richest tradesman’s life. 

[Exeunt, 


SCENE IL 


A Field before the Gates of Paris, 


Enter Dubois, Orleam^s, Longueville, Amiens, 
tzvo LacquieSy a Page with two Pistols, 

Dubois. Here’s a good even piece of ground, 
my lords: 

Will you fix here ? 

OrL Yes; any where.—Lacquey, 

Take off my spurs!—Upon a bridge, a rail, 

® O/t, FortumtuSf I envy thee not 
For capt or pouch Ever} one is acquainted with the wish- ^ 
ing-cap of Fortunatus, which transported him to any place he 
chose, and with bis inexhaustible purse. 
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* But my sword’s breadth, upon a battlement, 

I’ll fight this quarrel! 

Dubois. O’ the ropes, my lord ? 

OrL Upon a line. 

Dubois. So all our country duels 
Are carried, like a firework on a thread. 

OrL Go, now; stay with the horses! And, do 
j you hear ? 

Upon your lives, till some of us come to you, 

Dare not to look this way ! 

Dubois. Except you see 
Strangers or others, that, by chance or purpose, 
Are like to interrupt us. 

OrL Then give warning. 

Lotig. Who takes a sword ? The advantage is so 
small, 

As he that doubts hath the free leave to chuse. 

OrL Come, give me any, and search me: ’Tis not 
The ground, weapon, or seconds, that can make 
Odds in those fatal trials, but the cause. 

Ami. Most true; and, but it is no time to wish 
When men are come to do, I would desire 
The cause ’twixt us were other than it is; 

But where the-right is, there prevail our swords! 
And if my sister have out-lived her honour, 

I do not pray I may out-live her shame. 

OrL Your sister, Amiens, is a whore, at once ! 
Ami. You oft have spoke that sense to me 
before, 

But never in this language, Orleans; 

And when you spoke it fair, and first, I told you 
That it was possible you might be abused: 

But now, since you forget your manners, you shall 
find. 

If I transgress my custom, you do He I 
And are a villain! ^hich 1 had rather yet 
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My sword had proved, than I been forced to 
speak.— 

Nay, give us leave!—And since you stand so 
haughtily 

And highly on your cause, let you and I, 
Without engaging these two gentlemen. 

Singly determine it! 

Zong. My lord, you’ll pardon us 1 
Dubois. I trust your lordships may not do us 
that affront. 

Ami. As how ? 

Dubois. We kiss your lordship’s hand, and come 
to serve 

You here with swords.* 

Long. Mv lord, vve understand ourselves. 
Dubois. We have had the honour to be call’d unto 
The business, and we must not now quit it 
On terms. 

Ami. Not terms of reason ? 

Long. No; 

No reason for the quitting of our calling. 

Dubois. True; 

If I be call'd to’t, I must ask no reason. 

Long. Nor hear none neither, which is less: 

It is a favour, jf my throat be cut. 

Your lordship does me ; which I never can, 

Nor must have hope how to requite.—What noise? 
[A noise within^ crying^ Down with their swords!] 
What cry is that? My lord, upon your guard! 
Some treachery is afoot. 

Enter Duchess, Lakira, and Montague. 

Duch, Oh, here they are I 
My lord—Dear lady, help me I help me all! 

* See vol. V. p. 152, and VI. 225. 

12 
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I have so woeful interest in both, 

I know not which to fear for most; and yet 
I must prefer my lord.—Dear brother, 

You are too understanding, and too noble, 

To.be offended when I know my duty. 

Though scarce my tears will let me see to do it. 
OrL Out, loathed strumpet! 

Duch. Oh, my dearest lord, 

If words could on me cast the name of whore, 

I then were worthy to be loathed : But, 

Know your unkindness cannot make me wcked; 
And therefore should less use that power upon me. 
OrL Was this your art, to have these actors 
come. 

To make this interlude ? Withdraw, cold man ! 
And, if thy spirit be not frozen up. 

Give me one stroke yet at thee for my vengeance I 
Ami, Thou shalt have strokes, and strokes, thou 
. glorious man, * 

Till thou breath’st thinner air than that thou 
talk’st. 

Lam, My lord! count Amiens ! 

Bach, Princely husband! 

Orl, Whore ! 

Lam. You wrong her, impudent lord! Oh, that 
1 had 

The bulk of those dull men! look, how they stand, 
And no man will revenge an innocent lady ! 

Ami, You hinder it, madam. 

Lam. I would hinder you; 

Is there none else to kill him ? 

Duch, Kill him, madam I 
Have you learn’d that bad language ? Oh, repent, 

* Glorious,'] i. e. Vain^ proud^ ia the sense of the French 
glorkux. 



m the honest MAN’S [Act IV. 

And be the motire rather both kill me. * 

OrL Then die, my infamy! [Buns at her. 
Mont. Hold, bloody man! 

OrL Art thou there, basilisk ? 

Mont, To strike thee dead. 

But that thy fate deserves some weightier hand. 
Dubois. Sweet my lord! 

OrL Oh, here’s a plot I 

You bring your champions with you! the adul- 
tress 

With the adulterer I Out, howling- 

Dubois. Good ray lord I 
OrL Are you her grace’s countcnancer, lady, 
The receiver to the poor vicious couple ? 

Dubois. Sweet mj lord! 

Orl. Sweet rascal, didst thou not tell me, false 
fellow, 

This Montague here was murder’d ? 

Dubois. I did so; 

But he was falser, and a worthless lord, 

Like thy foul self, that would have had it so. 
Long. Orleans, Tis true ,* and shall be proved 
upon thee. 

Mont. Thy malice, duke, and this thy wicked 
nature. 

Are all as visible as thou ; but I, 

Born to contemn thy injuries, do know, 

That though thy greatness may corrupt a jury, 
And make a judge afraid, and carry out 

> Jnd be the rather both kill me.’\ i. e. and rather per¬ 
suade them both to^^U me. The expression, for want of that be¬ 
ing inserted, is so obscure, that the former editors did not under* 
stand It, and therefore added a comma, which utterly deprived it 
of all meaning.*ip*i$eward. , 
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A world of evils with thy title/ yet 
Thou art not quiet at home; thou beat’st about 
thee 

That that doth charge thee, and condemn thee too. 
The tiling that grieves me more, and doth indeed 
Displease me, is, to think that so much baseness 
Stands hereto have encounter’d so much honour. 
Pardon me, my lord, what late my passion spake, 
When you provoked my innocence ! 

Orl, Yes, do! 

Oh, flattery becomes him better than 
The suit he wears; give him a new one, Amiens! 
Arni, Orleans, 

’Tis here no time nor place to jest or rail 
Poorly with you; but I will find a time to 
Whisper you forth to this, or some fit place, 

As shall not hold a second interruption. 

Mont, I hope your lordship’s honour and your 
life 

Are destined unto higher hazards; this 
Is of a meaner .arm. 

Dubois. Yes, ’faith, or none. 

Long. He is not fit to fall by an honest sword : 
A prince, and lie ? 

Dubois* And slander? and hire men 
To publish the false rumours he hath made ? 
Long. And slick ’em on his friends, and inno¬ 
cents ? 

Dubois. And practise ’gainst their lives after 
their fames ? 

* — carry out 

A world of evils with thy title.l The meaning is plain, and the 
phrase was formeily a common one. So in King Lear; 

-I’o take the wjdow, 

Exasperates, and makes mad her sister Goneril; 

And hardly shall I carry out ray side, 

Her husband bein^ alive.” 

VOL. XI. V 
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Long. In men that arc the matter of all lewdness, 
Bawds, thieves, and cheaters, it were monstrous! 
Dubois. But in a man of blood how more con¬ 
spicuous ! 

Ami. Can this be ? 

Duch. They do slander him. 

Orl. Hang them, a pair of railing hang-by’s !' 
Long. How! Stand, Orleans! stay 1 Give me 
my pistols, boy ! 

Hinder me not! by Heaven, I will kill him I 
Duch. Oh, stay his fury! 

Ami. Longueville, my friend ! 

Long. Not for myself, my lord, but for mankind, 
And all that have an inteiest to virtue, 

Or title unto innocence. 

Ami Why, hear me! 

Long. For Justice’sake- 

Ami. That cannot be. 

Long. To punish 

His wife’s, your honour, and my lord’s wrongs here, 
Whom I must ever call so: For your loves, , 

I swear, I’ll sacrifice—— 

Ami. Longue ville, 

I did not think you a murderer before. 

Lo?ig. I care not what you thought me t 
A?}n. By Heaven, if thou attempt 
His life, thy own is forfeit! 

Mont Foolish frantic man, 

The murder will be of us, not him* 

DuJi Oh, God 1 

* Mont. We could have kill’d him, but we would 
not take 

The justice oul of Fate’s ^ - 

* Han^bies ] That is, hangers-on. Cptgrave explains appm- 
dice, An appendix, addition, labell, hang-btf.** 

® The juitke out oj fates -J I suspect some words have 

3 
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Singe but a hair of him, thou diest! 

Long. No matter. [Shoots, 

Ami. Villain ! [The Duchess falls. 

Dubois M> lord, your sister’s slain. 

Ami. Bianca! 

Mont. Oh, hapless and most wretched chance! 
Lam. Stand’st thou [To Oullans. 

Looking upon the mischief thou hast made, 

Thou godless man, feeding thy blood-shot eyes 
With the red spectacle, and art not turn’d 
To stone with horioi ? Hence, and take the wings 
Of thy black infamy, to carry thee 
Beyond the shoot of looks, or sound of curses, 
Which will pursue thee ’ till thou hast out-fled 
All but thy guilt • 

Orl. Oh, wish it off again; for I am crack’d 
Under the burden, and my heart will break. 

How heavy guilt is, when men come to feel! 

If you could know the mountain I sustain 
With horror, you would each take off your part. 
And more, to ease me. I cannot stand ! forgive 
Where 1 have wronged, I pray ! [FalU^ 

Ami. Look to him, Montague. 

Lotig. My lords and gentlemen, the lady is 
Well, but for fear; unless that have shot her: 

I have the worst of it, that needs would venture 
Upon a frick had like to ha’ cost my guts. 

Look to her! she’ll be well: It was but powder 
I charged with, thinking that a guilty man 
Would have been frighted sooner ; but I am glad* 
He’s come at last. 

Lam, How is Bianca ? well ? 


been omitted here from the delicacy of the licensers, or from the 
illegibility of the manuscript. 

> 

* fFAtc/t util pvjsue thee still: 

Thou hast out fed^ &c.] Amended by Seward. 
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jimi. Lives she? See! Sister!—Doth she breathe? 
Duch, Oh, gentlemen, think you I can breathe, 
That am restored to the hateful sense 
^ Of feeling in me my dear husbj^nd’s death ? 

Ob, no, I live not; life was that I left, 

And wliat you have call’d me to is death indeed: 
I cannot weep so fast as he doth bleed ! 

Dubois, Pardon me, madam ; he is well. 

Duck. Ha ! my husband ? 

Orl, I cannot speak whether my joy or shame 
Be greater ; but I thank the Heavens for both. 
Oh, look not black upon me, all my friends ! 

To whom I will be reconciled, or grow 
Unto this earth, till I have wept a trench 
That shall be great enough to be my grave; 

And I will think them too most manly tears, 

If they do move your pities. It is true, 

Man should do nothing that he should repent; 
But if lie have, and say that he is sorry, 

It is a worse fault if he be not truly. 

Lam. My lord, such sorrow cannot be sus¬ 
pected : 

Here, take your honour’d wife, and join your 
hands. 

She hath married you again !* 

And, gentlemen, I do invite you all 
This night to take my house; where, on the 
morrow. 

To heighten more the reconciling feast, 

4’11 make myself a husband and a guest.® 

[Exeunt, 

• -- She hath married you again,’] So the folios. A bar ge¬ 

nerally indicating some omission on the score of delicacy, I suspect 
one to have taken plaCe here. 

9 rit make myself a husband and a guest,] That is, I will chuse 
one and the other, meaning the same as Mason's proposed varia- 
fion — ril take myself a husband and a guest." 

J2 



Act V.] 


FORTUNE. 


ACT V. SCENE L 


A Room in Lamira’s Country-house, 


Enter Montague and Charlotte. 

Chari Well, now, I am sure you’re mine, 
Mont, I am sure I’m glad 
I have one to own then : You will find me honest, 
As these days go, enough; poor without question, 
Which beggars hold a virtue ; give me meat, 
And I shall do my wotk, else knock my shoes off, 
And turn me out again. 

Chari. You are a merry fellow. 

Mont, I have no great cause. 

Chart, Yes, thy love to me. 

Mont. That’s as we make our game. 

Chari. Why, you repent then ? 

Mont, Taith, no; worse than 1 am I cannot be; 
Much better 1 expect not: I shall love you, 

And, when you bid me go to bed, obey. 

Lie still or move, as you shall minister; 

Keep a four-nobles nag, and a Jack-Merlin, ‘ 


* Keep a four-miles nagj and a Jack 
Merling.] z. s. turn falk'ner, a Merlin being a species of 
hawk. The measure was all confused in the iormef editions.-— 
Sezva/ d. 

The first foUo leads, black Merling. —Ed. 1778. 

Montague does not mean to say that he would tui n falconer, 
Sewurdf supposes, but that he would keep a hawk ot an oxdjnaiy 
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Learn to love ale, and play at two-hand Irish ;* 
And there’s then all I aim at. 

CharL Nay, sweet fellow, 

I’ll make it something better. 

Mont. If you do, you’ll make me worse : 

Now I am poor, and willing to do well, 

Hold me in that course! of all the king’s creatures, 
I hate his coin; keep me from that, and save me ^ 
For if you chance, out of your housewifery, 

To save a hundred pound or two, ? bestow it 
In plumb-broth ere I know it, else I take it; 
Seek out a hundred men that want this money. 
Share it among ’em, they’ll cry mbit Montague / 
And so I stand again at livery I 

CharL You have pretty fancies, sir; but, mar¬ 
ried once,. 

This charity will fall home to yourself. 

MonU I would it would! I am afraid my loose¬ 
ness 

Is yet scarce stopt, though it have nought to 
work on 

But the mere air of what I have had. 

• Chart. Pretty! 

Mont. 1 wonder, sweetheart, why you’ll marry 
me; 

r ' 

I can see nothing in myself deserves it, 

'Unless the handsome wearing of a band. 

For that’s my stock now, or a pair of garters. 


kind. Is eve^ man who keeps honuds a huntsman, or who keepj 
horses, an ostlei Mason, , 

* Tuo-hand Iri&h.] Irish was a game played with dice aod ta¬ 
bles, a!» ba^kgaminou is; probably what we now call tric-trac.— 
Mason. 

1 am not certain whether it is the same as tra-itip is, also men¬ 
tioned m old plays.—See vol. II. p, l63. 

5 To a hundred pound,'] So former cditioni.—Ed, 1778’ 



FORTUNE. 




Scene I.] 



Necessity will not let me lose. 

Chari. I see, sir, 

A great deal more; a handsome man, a husband, 
To make a right good woman truly happy. 

Mont. Lord, where are my eyes ? Either you 
are foolish, 

As wenches once a-year are, or far worse, 
Extremely virtuous : Can you'love a poor man 
That relies on cold meat and cast stockings, 

One only suit to his back, which now is mewing. 
But what will be the next coat will poseTnstrein ? 
If I should lev) from my friends a fortune, 

I could not raise ten groats to pay the priest now. 
Chari. I’ll do that duty; Tis not means nor 
money 

Makes me pursue your love; were your mind 
bankrupt, 

T would never love you. 


Enter Lamira. 


Mont. Peace, wench ! here’s my lady. 

Lain. Nay, never shrink i’ th’ wetting, for my 
presence! 

Do ye find her willing, Montague? 

Mont. Willing, madam ? 

Lam. How dainty you make of it! Do not I know 
You two love one another ? 

Mont. Certain, madam, 

I think you have revelations of these matters; 
Your ladyship cannot tell me when I kiss’d her. 
Lam. But she can, sir. 

Mont. But she will not, madam ; 

For when they talk once, *tis like fairy-money,* 


4 Tairy-money.l According to the popular creed, favours he- 
stovred by the taines were discoiftinued if not kept secret. 
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They get no more close kisses. 

Lam. Thou art wanton. 

Mmi. God knows I need not; yet I would be 
lusty ; 

But, by my soul, my provender scarce pricks me. 

Lam. It shall be mended, Montague; I am glad 
Vou arc grown so merry. 

Mont. So am I too, madam. 

Lam. You two will make a pretty handsome 
consort. 

Mont. Yes, madam, if my fiddle fail me not.* 
Lam. Your fiddle! why your fiddle? 1 warrant, 
thou mean’st madly. 

Mont. Can you blame me ? Alas, I am in love \ 

Chari. Tis very well, sir I 

Lam. How long have you been thus ? 

Mont. How ? thus in love ? 

Lam. You are very quick, sir ! No; 

I mean thus pleasant. 

Mont. By Heaven, ever since I was poor. 

Lam. A little wealth would change you then ? 
Mont. Yes, lady, 

Into another suit, but never more 
Into another man ; I’ll bar that mainly. 

The wealth I get henceforward shall he charm’d 
Por ever hurting me; I’ll spend it fasting. 

As I live, noble lady, there is nothing, 

I have found, directly cures the melancholy. 

But want and wedlock: When 1 had store of 
money, 

I simper’d sometime, and spoke wond’rous wise, 
But never laugh’d out-right; now 1 am empty. 


* Latn. You two will make a pretty handsome consort. 

Yesj madawy ij my (u\d\c Jail me not.^ This is one of 
the intiumciable quibbles in old pUi^b qpon the usual meaning of 
the word consort^ and its ancient of musicians. 



Scene II.] FORTUNE. 



My heart sounds like a belh and strikes at both 
sides. 

Lam, You are finely temper'd, Montague. 
Mont. Pardon, lady, 

If any way my free mirth have offended ! 

Twas meant to please you ; if it prove too saucy, 
Give it a frown, and I am ever silenced. 

Lam. I like it passing well; pray follow it! 
This is my day of choice, and shall be yours too; 
'Twere pity to delay you. Call to the steward, 
And .tell him ’tis my pleasure he should give you 
Five hundred crowns ; make yourself handsome, 
Montague; 

Let none wear better clothes; *tis for my credit: 
Put pray be merry still i 
Mont, [f I be not, 

And make a fool of twice as many hundreds, 

Clap me in canvas, lady ! \Exemt, 


SCENE II. 


y 

Another in the same. 


Enter La-Poop, Laverdine, and Mallicorn. 

Lav. I am strangely glad I have found the 
mystery 

Of this disguis’d boy out; I ever trusted 
It was a woman, and how happily 
I have found it so! ® and for myself, I am sure, 

6 — and bow happily 

I have Jound it so /] I suspect W 9 should adopt Mason’s pro¬ 
posal oC reading—/jow happily. 



S54 


THE HONEST MAN'S [Act V. 


One that would offer me a thousand pound now 
(And that's a pretty sum to make one stagger) 

In ready gold for this concealment, could not 
Buy my hope of her. She’s a dainty wench, 

And such a one I find I want extremely, 

To bring me into credit: Beauty does it.. 

Mat, Say we should all meacli here, ’ and stay 
the feast now, 

What can the worst be 1 We have play’d the 
knaves; 

That’s without question. 

Za-P. Tiue; 

And, as I take it, this is the first truth 
We told these ten years, and, for any thing 
I know, may be the last: but, grant wc arc knaves, 

Both base and beastly knaves- 

Alai. Say so then. 

Lav. Well. 

La-P, And likewise let it be consider’d, wc 
have wronged. 

And most maliciously, this gentlewoman 
We cast to stay with, what must we expect now ? 
Mai. Ay, there’s the point; we would expect 
good eating. 

La-P. 1 know we would, but we may find 
good beating. 

Lav. You say true, gentlemen; and, by my soul, 
Though I love meat as well as any man, 

I care not what he be, if ’a eat a’ God’s name; * 


’ MeacU.^l The word is variously spelt. See vol. II. p. 236.— 
Ed. 1778. 

In the text, the word means lurk. Mason, who did not know 
this common signification, would read, very tamely —otcw here, 

* If a eat a God’s name.] The sense requires us to read, ^ a 
BEAT a God’s name.—Ed. 1778. 

The editors found this passage sense, and amended it into non'- 
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FORTUNE. 


I 


Such crab-sauce to .my meat will turn my palate. 
Mai. There's all the hazard; for the frozen 
Montague 

Has now got spring again and warmth in him, 
And, without doubt, dares beat us terribly. 

For, not to mince the matter, we arc cowards, 
And have, and shall be beaten, when men please 
To call us into cudgelling. 

La-P. I feel 

We are very prone that way. 

Laxi. The sons of Adam. 

La-P. Now, here then rests the state o’ th* 
question; 

Whether we yield our bodies for a dinner 
To a sound dog-whip (for, I promise ye, 

If men be given to correction, 

We can expect no less,) or quietly 

Take a hard egg or two, and ten mile hence 

Bait in a ditch? this we may do securely; 

For, to stay hereabout will be all one. 

If once our moral mischiefs come in memory. 

Mai. But, pray ye hear me: Is not this the day 
The virgin lady doth elect her husband ? 

Lai). The dinner is to that end.** 

MaL Very well then; 

Say we all stay, and say we all ’scape this whipping, 
And be well entertain’d, and one of us 
Carry the lady! 

Zflf-P. ’Tis a seemly saying, 

I must confess; but if we stay, how fitly 
We may apply it to ourselves (i’ th’ end) 

Will ask a Christian fear: I cannot see. 

If I say true, what special ornaments 
Of art or nature (lay aside our lying, 

sense. The old reading means, If he eats /airly, without the 
devil to help him.”—ilfflsaj?. 
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Whoring, and drinking, which are no great vir¬ 
tues) 

We are endued withal, to win this lady. 

3Ial. Yet women go not by the best parts ever; 
That I have found directly. 

Lav. Why should we fear then ? 

They chuse men as they feed: Sometimes they 
settle 

Upon a white-broth’d face, a sweet smooth gallant, 
And him they make an end of in a night; 
Sometimes a goose; sometimes a grosser meat, 

A rump of beef, will serve ’em at some season, 
And fill their bellies too, though without doubt 
They are great devourers ; stock-fish is a dish, 

If it be well dressed, for the toughness’ sake. 

Will make the proudest of’em long and leap for’t; 
They’ll run mad for a pudding, ere they’ll starve. 
La-P, For my own part, I care not, come what 
can come; 

If I be whipt, why so be it! if cudgell’d, 

I hope I shall out-live it: I am sure 

Tis not the hundredth time I have been served so, 

And yet, I thank God, I’m here. 

MaL Here’s*resolution! 

La~P. A little patience, and a rotten apple, 
Cures twenty worse diseases: What say you, sir? 

Lav, Marry, I say, sir, if I had been acquainted 
With lamming® in my youth, as you have been, 
With whipping, and such benefits of nature, 

I should do better; as I am, I’ll venture: 

And if it be my luck to have the lady, 

I’ll use my fortune modestly ; if beaten. 

You shall not hear a word; one I am sure of, 

And if the worst fall, she shall be my physic. 

Let’s go then, and a merry wind be with us! 


’ Lamming.] i. e. ficafing.—Mason. 



Scene III.] FORTUNE. •W 

* t 

Mai, Captain, your shoes are old; pray put ’em 
off, ^ 

And let one fling ’em after us. * Be bold, sirs; 
And liowsoe’er our fortune falls, let’s bear 
An equal burden ! if there be an odd lash, 

We'll pait it afterwards. 

Za-P« I am arm’d at all points. [Uofeunl. 


SCENE III. 


Another in the same. 


Enter four Sermnis^ with a Banquet. 

1 Serv. Then my lady will have a bedfellow to¬ 

night ? 

2 Serv. So she says: Heaven, what a dainty 

aim-full 

Shall he enjoy, that has the launching of her! 
What a fight she will make! 

3 Sero, Ay, marry, boys, 

There will be sport indeed I there will be grap¬ 
pling ! 

She has a murderer* lies in her prow, 

1 am afiaid will fright his main-mast, Robin. 


* Captain, your shoes aie old; pray pat *em off, 

And let ore fling *m ojter us ] In order to produce good- 
luck; ail idea htill prevalent among the vulgar. See the Wild 
Goose Chase, vol. X. Act II. Sc. I. * 

* Murderei.] See vol. V. p. 579* 
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4 Sere, Who dost thou think shall have her, of 
thy conscience ? 

Thou art a wise man. 

3 Serv. If she go the old way, 

The way of lot, the longest cut sweeps all 
Without question. 

1 Serv. She has lost a friend of me else. 

What think you of the courtier ? 

2 Serv, Hang him, hedge-hog! 

He has nothing in him but a piece of Euphucs,^ 
And twenty dozen of twelvcpenny ribband, all 
About him ; he is but one pedlar’s shop 
Of gloves and garters, pick-teeth and pomander.^ 

3 Serv, The courtier! marry, God bless her, 

Steven, she is not 

Mad yet; she knows that trindle-taiP too well; 
He’s crest-falfn, and pin buttock’d, wjth leaping 
laundresses. 

4 Serv. The merchant ? sure she will not be so 

base 

To have him. 

1 Serv, I hope so; Robin, he’ll sell us all 

5 J piece of Euphues.] Euphues, or the Anatomy of Wif, wai 
the title of a romance wrote by Lilly, author of several plays in 
Queen Elizabeth’s reign. His style w'as stift, pedantic, and afloct- 
ed, but was in such vogue, that Mr Blount, who [lublishcd six of 
bis pla}s, says, that Lilly’s Euphues and his England taught the 
Court a new language, and the lady who could nut parte Euphuism 
was as little legaided as she that now there speaks not Erenclu 
Heie L a banter upon the cou/t for this practice; but it would 
much have improved it if Laverdine had frequently made use of 
this affected style, and Euphuism had made part of his character 
through the whole play. The account of Lilly is taken from Mr 
Dodsley’s prctace tq|,his Collection of Old Plays, and Mr Syiup- 
son quotes it also from Langbain.—6'tt(;ard. 

♦ Pomander,] See vol. V. p, 387* 

s Trindk'tail.] A vulgar kind of dog, often mentioned, and 
applied as a term of contempt hi old plays. See vol. Vlil. p. 43 L 
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To the Moors to make mummy. Nor the captain ? 
4 Serv. Who ? potgun ? that s a sweet youth, 
indeed ! 

Will he stay, think ye ? 

3 Serv. Yes, without question, 

And have half dined too ere the grace be done. 
He’s good for nothing in the world but eating, 
Lying, and sleeping; what other men devour 
In drink he takes in pottage: They say he has 
been 

At sea; a herring-fishing, for without doubt 
He dares not hail an eel boat, i’ th* way of war. 

2 Serv. I think so; they would beat him off 

with butter. 

3 Serv, When he brings in a prize, unless it be 
Cockles, or Calais sand ^ to scour with, 

I’ll renounce my five mark a-year,^ 

And all the hidden art I have in carving, 

To teach young birds to whistle Walsingham: ’ 
Leave him to the lime-boats 1 Now what think you 



^ Calais sand,^ This article is still cried about the streets of 
Bath by ragged boys and girls, and probably no iurthcr allusion 
is intended m the following passag of \lbumazar, which Mr 
Beed has referred to a custom of going over to Calais to fight 
duels beyond the reach ot the English law 

If we concur m all, wiitc a formal challenge, 

And bring thy second : meanwhile 1 make provision 
Ot Calais sand^ to fight upon securely.*' 

’ To •ahistle Walsingham.] WaUinghanif in Norfolk, a place 
formerly tamous tor the pilgrimages to the rood, or cross, ot Our 
Lady there.— Reed, 

Walsingham was a popular tune at the time, which is also mcn- 
lione<i in some satirical lines on the Earl of Salisbury, in Osborne's 
Tiaditional Memoirs— 

** Many a hornpipe he tuned to his Phyllis, 

And sweetly sung Walsingham to's Amaryllis." 
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Of tbe brave Amiens? 

1 Sero, That’s a thought indeed. 

2 Serv. Ay, marry, there’s a person fit to feed 
Upon a dish so dainty; and he’ll do’t, 

I warrant him, i’ th’ nick, boys; he has a body 
World without end. 

4 Serv. And such a one my lady 
Will make no little of. But is not Montague 
Married to-day ? 

3 Serv. Yes, ’faith, honest Montague 
Must have his bout too. 

2 Serv. He’s as good a lad 

As ever turn’d a trencher : Must we leave him? 

3 Serv. He’s too good for us, Steven. I’ll give 

him health 

To his good luck to-night in the old beaker, 

And it shall be sack too. 

4 Serv. I must have a garter; 

And, boys, I have bespoke a posset; somebody 
Shall give me thanks for’t 1 ’t has a few toys in’t 
Will raise commotions in a bed, lad, 

1 Serv. Away! ray lady. [Ea^eimt, 

Enter Orleans and Duchess, arm inarm, Amiens, 
Lamira, Charloite like a Bride, Montague 
brave, Laverdine, Longuevjlle, Dubois^ 
Mallicobn, and La-Poop. 

Lam. Seat yourselves, noble lords and gentle¬ 
men; ^ 

Perhaps the tune was set to tbe beautiful ballad, printed by Dr 
Percy, beginning, 

** Gentle heardsman, tell to me, 

Of curtesy I thee pray, 

-Unto the town of JValsingkam, 

Which is the rjl||ht and ready way." 

> Brave.] l^at is, bravely or gorgeotttly apparelled. 
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fi 

You know your places. Many royal welcomes ' 
I give»your grace! How lovely shews this change! 
My house is honoured in this reconcilemenit^i* 

Orl. Thus, madam, must you do; 

My lady now shall see you made a woman, 

And give jou some short lessons for your voyage. 
Take her instructions, lady; she knows much, 
Lam, This becomes you, sin 
Duch. My lord must have his will, 

Orl Tis all 1 can do now, sweetheart. Fair lady, 
This to your happy choice *—Brother Amiens, 
You are the man I mean it to. 

Ami. ril pledge you. 

Orl. And with my heart. 

Ami. With all my love I take it. 

Lam. Noble lorcfs, 

I am proud ye have done this dav so much content, 
And me such estimation, that this hour 
(In this poor house) shall be a league for ever: 
For so I know ye mean it. 

Ami. I do, lady. 

Orl. And I, my lord. 

All. You have done a work of honour. 

Ami. Give trie the tup! where this health stops, 
let that man 

Be either veiy sick or very simple ; 

Or I am very angry —Sir, to you !— 

Madam, methmks this gentleman might sit too; 
He would become the best on’s. 

Orl. Pray sit down, sir: 

I know the lady of the feast expects not 
This day so much old custom. 

Lam. Sit down, Montague! 

Nay, never blush for the matter. 

Mont. Noble madam, 

I have two leasons against it, and I dare not: 
Duty to you first, as you arh my lady, 

VOL. XI. Q 
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And I your poorest servant; next, the custom 
Of this day’s ceremony. 

Zam. As you are my servant, 

I may command you then ? 

Mont. To my life, lady. 

Lam. Sit down, and here ! I’ll have it so. 

Ami. Sit down, man; 

Never refuse so fair a lady’s offer. 

Mont. It is your pleasure, madam, not my pride, 
And I obey.—I’ll pledge you now, my lord. 
i\Ionsieur Longueville! \I^rmks. 

Long. I thank you, sir. 

Mont. This to my lady, 

And her fair choice to-day, and happiness ! 

Long. ’Tis a fair health; I’ll pledge you though 
I sink for’t. 

Lam. Montague, you are too modest; Come, 
ril add 

A little more wine to you; ’twill make you merry. 
This to the good I wish [you]! 

Mont. Honoured lady, 

I shall forget myself with this great bounty. 

Lam. You shall not, sir.—Give me some wine 
Ami. By Heaven, 

You are a worthy woman; and that man 
Is blest can come near such a lady. 

iMm. Such a blessing 
Wet weather washes.’ 


^ StfcA a blessing wet weather washes.] I believe an extreme gen¬ 
teel answer of Lamira's has been turned into absolute nonsense in 
all the editions by the odd connection of the printer’s or transcri¬ 
ber's ideas between wet weather and washing. Instead of receiving 
Amiens's compliment in the sense he meant it, of the man being 
blest who should come neaVy i. e. many and enjoy Lamira, she 
answers, a traveller caught in-a shower of rain might indeed msh 
such a blessing, t. e. of coming near me, as 1 have a warm hou 

C 
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Mmt At all! I will not go 
A lip less, my lord. 

OtL Tis well cast, sir. 

Mai. If Montague get more wine, we are like 
to hear of it. 

Lav. I do not like that sitting there. 

Mai. Nor I; 

Methinks he looks like a judge. 

Z<z-P. Now have I 

A kind of grudging of a beating on me ; 

1 fear my hot fit. 

Mai. Drink apace; there’s nothing 
Allays a cudgel like it. 

Lam. Montague, now 

i’ll put my choice to you : Who do you hold, 
in all this honoured company, a husband 
Fit to enjoy thy lady ? speak directly, 

Mont. Shall I speak, madam ? 

Lam. Montague, you shall. 

Mont. Then, as I have a soul. I’ll speak my 
conscience. 

Give me more wine ! in vino veritas: 

Here’s to myself,* and—Montague, have a care! 


to receive him. 'Tis the great excellency of poetry to express this 
so concisely by personating wet weather^ and making that instead 
of the traveller be the wisher of this blessing. But this being pro¬ 
bably above the transcriber’s reach, he altered it into the nonsen¬ 
sical reading of the late text.— Seward, 

1 have preserved this extreme genteel” note, as it cannot fail 
to amuse the reader, though it is throughout stark nohsense.* La- 
inira says—“ Coming near her is such a blessing as wet weather 
washes,’' that is, nothing beyond what is common. The phrase is 
proverbial, 

* Here’s to myse^'^ and^ Montague, have a care,] This whole line 
has been hitherto given to Montague, not sure with much pro- 
piiety. It is much more so to make Lamira check him, and this 
IS a reason for his immedia^Iy quitting his self-recommandation. 
—Seward. 
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Lam^ Speak to the cause. 

Mont. Yes, madam.— 

First, ril begin to thee! 

Lav. Have at us ( 

La-P. Now for a psalm of mercy ! 

Mont. You, good monsieur. 

You that belie the noble name of courtier. 

And think yourclaim good here,hold upyourbandl 
Your worship is indicted here for a vain-glorious 
fool- 

Lav. Good! oh, sir! 

Mont. For one whose wit 
Lies in a ten-pound waistcoat, yet not warm. 

You have travell’d like a fiddler to make faces. 
And brought home nothing but a case of tooth¬ 
picks.* 

You would be married, and no less than ladies, 
And of the best sort, can serve you!—Thou silk¬ 
worm, [To Mallicorn. 

What hast thou in thee to deserve this woman ? 
Name but the poorest piece of man, good manners, 
There’s nothing sound about thee; ’faith, thou 
hast none; 

It lies pawn’d at thy silk-man’s, for so much lace 
Thy credit with his wife cannot redeem it 
Thy clothes are all the soul thou hast, for so 
Thou sav’st them handsome for the next great 
tilting, 

Let who will take the other; thou wert never 
christened 


It is surely much more delicate that he should check himself. 
Lamira does not i^m to have any such intention. 

• Tooth-'pich.'] See a note on the Queen of Corinth, vol. X, 
Act IV. Seilme I. 

3 Thy credit with his mte cannot, &c.] First folio exhibits, Thy 
credit which is worse cannot, See. —Ed. 1778. 
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S on my conscience) but in barber’s water; 

u art never out o* th* bason, thou art rotten, 
And, if thou darest tell truth, thou wilt confess it; 
-Thy skin ^ 

Looks of a chesnut colour, greased with amber ; 
All women that on earth do dwell thou lovest, 
Yet none that understand love thee again, 

But those that love the spital. Get thee home, 
Poor painted butterfly! tny summer’s past. 

Go, sweat, and eat dry mutton; thou may’st live 
To do so well yet, a bruis’d chambermaid 
May fall upon thee, and advance thy follies. 

You have your sentence!—Now it follows, captain^ 
I treat of you. 

La-P. Pray God I may deserve it! 

Orl. Beshrew my heart, he speaks plain. 

Ami. That’s plain dealing, 

Mont. You are a rascal, captain! 

La-P, A fine calling. 

Mont. A water-coward! 

Ami. He would make a pretty stuff. * 

Mont. May I speak freely, madam ? 

Zam. Here’s none ties you, 

Mont. Why shouldst thou dare come hither with 
a thought 

To find a wife here fit for thee? are all 
Thy single-money whores, that fed on carrots, 

And fill’d the high grass with familiars. 

Fallen oft' to footmen ? Pr’ythee tell me truly, 
(For now I know thou dar’st not lie) couldst thou 
not 


* -- Thj/ skin.] Here again 1 suspect some omission to 

have taken pkue. 

s Mont, A uattr coward ! 

Aim. He would make a pretty stuff.] Amiens puns upon such 
stuffs as camblets, silks, &c. being watered. 
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Wish thyself beaten well with all thy heart now, 
And out of pain ? say that I broke a lib, 

Or cut t^y nose off, wcre’t not merciful 
For this ambition? 

La^P. Do your pleasure, sir; 

Begi'-ars must not be chusers. 

OrL He longs for beating. 

Moat, But that I have nobler thoughts possess 
my soul, 

Than such brown biscuit, such a piece of dog-fish, 
Such a most mangy mackrebeater'as thou art, 

Tl’ It dares do nothing that belongs to th’ sea 
Lui spew and catch rats, and fear men of war, 
Though thou hast nothing in the world to lose 
Aboard thee, but one piece of beef, one musquet 
Without a cock for peace-sake, and a pitch-barrel—- 
ril tell thee, if my time were not more piecious 
Than thus to lose it, I would rattle thee. 

It may be beat thee, and thy pure fellow, 

The merchant there of catskins, till my words, 
Or blows, or both, made ye two branded wretches 
To all the world hereafter! You would fain too 
Venture your bills of lading for this lady : 

What would you give now for her ? Some five frail 
Of rotten figs, good godson, would you not, sir? 
Or a pariot that speaks High-Dutch ? Can all thou 
ever saw st 

Of thine own fraughls from sea, or cozenage 
(At which thou art a$ expert as the devil,) 

Nay, sell thy soul for wealth too, as thou wilt do, 
Forfeit thy friends, and raise a mint of money. 
Make thee dream all these double could procure 
A kiss from this good lady? Canst thou nope 
She would lie with such a nook of hell as thou art, 
And hatch young merchant-furies ? Oh, ye dog- 
bolts ’ 
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That fear no hell but Dunkirk,® I shall see you 
Serve in a lousy lime-boat, ere I die, 

For mouldy cheese, and butter Billingsgate 
Would not endure, or bring in rotten pippins 
To cure blue eyes, and swear they came from China. 
Lam. Vex 'em no more; alas, they shake ! 
Mont. Down quickly upon your marrowrbones, 
and thank this lady ,* 

I would not leave you thus else! there arc blankets, 
And such delights for such knaves; But fear still! 
’Twill be revenge enough to kee^ you waking. 
Ye have no mind of marriage, ha ye? 

La-P. Surely no great mind now. 

Mont. Nor you ? 

Mai. Nor I, I take it. 

Mont. Two eager suitors ! 

Lav. Troth, 'tis wond’rous hot; 

Heaven bless us from him! 

Lam, You have told me, Montague, 

Who are not fit to have me; let me know 
The man you would point out for me. 

Mont, There he sits; 

My lord of Amiens, madam, is my choice: 

He’s noble every way, and worthy a wife 
With all the dowries of— 

Ami. Do you speak, sir, 

Out of your friendship to me? 

Mont. Yes, my lord, 

And out of truth; for I could never flatter. 

Ami I would not say how much I owe you for it. 
For that were but a promise; but III thank you, 

^ Thai fear no God hut So the first folio. The text 

is from the second, and either reading may serve. 'Dunkirk was 
at the time a noted place for privateers. So in The Second Part 
of the Honest Whore, by DekkarI warrant this precious wild 
villain, if he were put tol, would fight more desperately than six¬ 
teen Dunkerks.*' 
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As now I find you, in despite of fortune, 

A fair and noble gentleman. 

Lam, My lords, 

I must confess the choice this man hath made 
Is every way a great one. if not too great, 

And no way to be slighted: Yet, because 
We love to have our own eyes sometimes, now 
Give me a little liberty to see 
How I could fit myself, if I were put to*t. 

Ami. Madam, we must. 

Lam. Are ye all agreed? 

All. We be 

Lam. Then, as I am a maid, I shall chuse here! 
Montague, I must have thee. 

Mont. Why, madam, I have learned to suffer 
more 

Than you can (out of pity) mock me with/. 

This way especially. 

Lam, Thou think’st I jest now; 

But, by the love I bear thee, I will have thee! 
Mont. If you could be so weak to love a fali’n 
man, 

He must deserve more than I ever can. 

Or ever shall! Dear lady, look but this way 
Upon that lord, and you will tell me then 
Your eyes are no true chusers of good men. 

Ami. Do you love him truly? 

Lam. Yes, my lord: 

I will obey him truly^.for Til marry him; 

And justly think he that has so well served me 
With his obedience, being born to greatness. 

Must use me nobly of necessity, 

When I shall serve him. 

Ami. ’Twere a deep sin to cross you.—Noble 
Montague, 

I wish ye all content, and am as happy 
In my friend’s good as it were merely mine! 
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Mont, Your lordship does ill to give up your 
right! 

I am not capable of this great goodness: 

There sits niy wife, that holds my troth. . 

Chari, ril end all: 

I woo’d you for my lady, and now give up my title. 
Alas, poor wench, my aims are lower far. 

Mont, How’s this, sweetheart? 

Lam. Sweetheart, *tis so; the drift was mine, to 
hide 

My purpose till it struck home. 

All. Give you joy! 

Lam. Pr y thee leave wond’ring 1 by this kiss. I’ll 
have thee! 

Mont. Then, by this kiss, and this, I’ll ever serve 
you! 

Long. This gentleman and I, sir, must needs hope 
Once more to follow you. 

Mont. As friends and fellows 
Never as servants more. 

Long. Dub. You make us happy! 

OrL Friend Montague, you have taught me so 
much honour, 

I have found a fault in myself; but thus I’ll purgfe 
]\ly conscience of it: The late land I took 
By I'alse play fiom you, with as much contrition’ 
And entireness of affection 
To this most happy day, again I render: 


The late land I took 

With as much contrition^ and entireness of 
Aftction to this most happy day again, I render^ Seward 
reads— As vnth eniireness ol atftection. With is an interpolation 
absolutely needless; the alteration of and to os is very pUusible, 
and it old poets had written with as much attention to grammati¬ 
cal accuracy as those of the present day, it would ceruiiily be 
proper to adopt the variation. But such accuracy it is vain to 
expect from the authors of that age-—“ The late land I took,*' 
means, in the language ol our authois, the land 1 lately took. 
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Be master of your own ; forget my malice, 

And make me worthy of your love, lord Montague! 
Mont. You have won me, and honour to your 
name. 

Mai. Since your lordship has begun good deeds, 
we’ll follow. 

Good sir, forgive us! We are now those men 
Fear you for Goodness’sake: Those sums of money 
Unjustly we detain from you, on your pardon 
Shall be restored again, and we your servants. 
La-P, You are very forward, sir! it seems you 
have money; 

I pray you lay out; I’ll pay you, or pray for you, 
As the sea works. 

Lav, Their penance, sir. I’ll undertake, so please 
you 

To grant me one concealment.* 

Long. A right courtier, 

Still a-begging. 

Mont, What is it, sir ? 

Lav. A gentlewoman*. 

Mont. In my gift? 

Lav. Yes, sir, in yours. 

Mont. Why, bring her forth, and take her. 

" [Exit Lavlrdine. 

Lam, What wench would he have ? 

Mont. Any wench, I think. 

Enter Laverdine, and Veramour like a Woman. 

Lav, This is the gentlewoman. 

Mont, ’Tis my page, sir. 

Ver. No, sir; I am a poor disguised lady. 

That like a page have followed you full long 
For love, God wot. 

® Conc€almtnt.'\ See a note on the Humorous Lieutenant, vol. III. 

p. 
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AIL A lady I 

Lav, Yes, yes; 'tis a lady, 

Mont, It may be so; and yet we have lain to¬ 
gether, 

But, by my troth, I never found her lady. 

Duck. Why wore you boys' clothes ? 

Ver, I will tell you, madam; 

I took example by two or three plays, that 
iMethought concerned me. 

Mont. Why made you not me acquainted with it? 
Fer. Indeed, sir, I knew it not myself, 

Until this gentleman opened my dull eyes, 

And by persuasion made me see it. 

Ami, Could his power in words make such a 
change ? 

Ver. Yes; 

As truly woman as yourself, my lord. 

Lav, Why, but, hark you! are not you a woman ? 
Ver. If hands and face make it not evident. 
You shall see more. 

Mai. Breeches, breeches, Laverdine! 

La’P. Tis not enough; women may wear those 
cases; 

Search further, courtier. 

All. Ha, ha, ha! 

La~P. Oh, thou fresh-water gudgeon, wouldst 
thou come 

To point of marriage with an ignoramus \ 

Tliou shouldst have had her urine to die doctor's ; 
The foolishest physician could have made plain 
The liquid Epicoenea blind man by the hand 

9 The liquid Epicoene.] There is great humour in this, which 
will escape those who are not acquainted with the technical words 
in grammar: the Epicene gender is the doubtful^ or where the sex 
If* not distinguished. The adjective and substantive are therefoic 



‘S52 THE HONEST MAN’S, &c. [Act V. 


Could have discovered the ring from the stone.— 
Boy, come to sea with me; I’ll teach thee to climb, 
And come down by the rope, nay, to eat rats. 

Ver 1 shall devour mv master before the prison 
then ;* 

Sir, I have began my trade. 

Mai. Trade! to the city, child: 

A flat cap will become thee. 

Motif. Gentlemen, 

I beseech you molest yourselves no further 
For his preferment; ’tis determined. 

Lav. 1 am much ashamed; and if my cheek 
Gives not satisfaction, break my head. 

Mont. Your shames enough, sir, 

Montague, 

Much joy attend thy marriage-bed I By thy 
Example of true goodness, Envy is exiled; 

And to all honest men that truth intend, 

I wish good luck 1* fair Fate be still thy friend! 

[^Ea:eunt. 


jocosely inverted, and the liguid Epkaane is the same as the du- 
btoun hquid, —Seward. 

We (Jo not leniember meeting with a stranger obseivation than 
is contain* d in the above note.—Ed. 1778* 

* I shall devour my master before the prison ///en.] This is a pas¬ 
sage that has pu>!zled Mr Sympson and mysell. lie proposes to 
j&xd poison \or prison, but he owns himself not satished with the 
change-; nor indeed, do 1 see what advance towaids sense v^e can 
make bj it, 1 am very far,from being satisfied with what I am 
going to projiose. It is very"clear, that Veraniour designs to call 
La-Poop a idty and his natural answer should be, ‘‘—I shall then 
devour iny inastui the first of all his ciew.’' 1 lead, therefore, 

■ ■■ before his prisoners then. 

The rats of the ship may be called such.—iVa/ord. 

The meaning mi) possibly be,—“ i shall devour my master 
(a Frii) before Lie piison (a trap) devours him." The expression 
may have been piuverbial. 
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AN HONEST MAN^S FORTUNE/ 


BY 

MR JOHN FLETCHER. 


You that can look through Heaven, and tell the stars, 
Observe tbeir kind conjunctions, and their wars;. 

Find out new lights, and give them where yt»u please. 

To those men honours, pleasures, to those ease; 

You that are God’s surveyors, and can shew 
How far, and when, and why the wind doth blow; 

Know all the charges of the dreadful thunder. 

And when it will shoot over, or fall under; 

Tell me, by all your art I conjure ye, 

Yes, and by truth, what shall become of me ? 

Find out my star, if each one, as you say, 

Have his peculiar angel, and his way;^ 

* These verses are in all former editions printed at the end of the co¬ 
medy of The Honest Man’s Fortune ; As they have not the least refer¬ 
ence to that play, wc have chose to place them here.—Ed. 177R. 

As the title-page evidently refers to this comedy, and as the poem 
seems to be a inoralization on the subject of it, I have replaced these 
lines in the same situation they ocenpira before the last edition, in which 
they were transferred to the end of the commendatory poems in vol. I. 

^ Have his peculiar angel, rtnd7/« way] Way, in its common accep¬ 
tation, is not nonsense ; it may signify his path of life mark’d out to him 
by the stars. But Mr Sympson tninlrs it certainly corrupt, and conjee-' 
tures first fay, which, he says, signifies spirit, or sate, which, he says, 
thougli a very iincoininon wotJ, signifies fate : As he quotes no autho¬ 
rity, I can only say,, that I remember fay used by Spenser as the same 
with fairy, but none of rliy glossaries know such a word as saie ; and if 
an obsolete word must be used, we need not depart at all from the trace 
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Observe my fate, next fall into your dreams, 

Sweep clean your houses, and new-line your seams, 
Then say jour worst! Or have I none at all ? 

Or, is It burnt out lately ? or did lall ? 

Or, am 1 poor ? not able, no full flame ? 

ISiy star, like me, unworthy of a name I 
Js it, your art can only work on those 
That deal with dangers, dignities, and clothes f 
With love, or new opinions ? You all lie ! 

A fish-wife hath a fate, and so have I; 

But far above your finding! He that gives. 

Out of bis providence, to all that lives. 

And no man knows his treasure, no, not you ; 

He that made ^gypt blind, from whence you grew 
IScabby and lousy, that the world might see 
Your calculations are as blind as yc; 

He that made all the stars you daily read, 

And from thence filch a knowledge how to feed, 
Hath hid this from you; your conjectures all 
Arc drunken things, not how, but when they fall. 
]VIan is liis own star, and the soul that can 
llender an honest and a perfect man. 

Commands all light, all influence, all fate i 
Nothing to him tails early, or too late. 

Our acts our angels are, or good or ill, 

Our fatal shadows that walk by us still; 

And when the stars are labouring, we believe 
It is not that they govern, but they grieve 
For stubborn ignorance ; all things that are 
Made for our general uses, are at war. 

Even we among ourselves ; and from the strife, 
Your first unlike opinions got a life. 

Oh, man 1 thou irpage ol thy Maker’s good,^ 
What canst thou fear, when breath'd into thy blood 


of the letters; for wet/ or way fthe spelling of former ages, as well as tin* 
present, being extremely uncertain) may signify fate; the wey$ were tijc 
fates of the northern nations, from whence the Witches m Macbeth arc 
called weyward sisters. See Mr Warburton's ingenious and learned note 
upon them.— Seward. 

Way means nothing more nor less than way, or course, of life. All 
the rest of Seward’s note is so antique, and so far*fetched, as to be ut¬ 
terly inapplicable to any author of Fletcher’s age* 

^ —Thou image of thy Maker^s good.] Mr Symplon would read, 

——» Thy Maher good i 
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Ilis spirit is, that built thee ? what dull sense 
Makes thee suspect, in need, that Providence, 

Who made the morning, and who placed the light 
Guide to thy labours; who call'd up the night. 

And bid her fall upon thee like sweet showers 
In hollow murmurs, to lock up thy powers; 

Who gave thee knowledge, who so trusted thee, 

To let thee grow lo near himself, the tree; 

Must he then be distrusted! shall his frame 
Discourse with him, why thus and thus I am ? 

He nude the angels thine, thy fellows all, 

Nay, even thy servants, when devotions call. 

Oh, canst thou be so stupid then, so dim. 

To seek a saving influence, and lose him ? 

Can stars protect thee ? or can poverty. 

Which is the light to Heaven,* put out his eye ? 
lie IS my star, in him all truth 1 And, 

All influence, all fate ! and when my mind 
Is furnish’d with his fullness, my poor story 
Shall out-live all their age, and all their glory ! 

The hand of danger cannot fall amiss, 

When 1 know what, and in whose power it is: 

Nor want, the curse of man,*^ shall make me groan ; 

A holy hermit is a mind alone. 

Doth not experience teach us, all we can, 

To work ourselves into a glorious man ? 

but I see not siiflicient reason for a change, since good men are, and all 
should endeavour to make themselves, images, oj the goodness of God. 
Nay, the tqan who banishes virtue from his soul, forfeits the only valuable 
likeness which he bears to his Maker.—Setvard* 

^ ■ ■ ■ ■■■ Or can povertj/, 

Which IS the light to Heaven^ put out Ms eve f] This poem has vast 
beauties; what Fletcher had often bantered in'his comedies, the cheats 
of astrology (almost universally believed in his age) he now lashes with 
the spirit of a classic satirist, and the zeal of a Christian divine. But the 
line above, Mr Sympson sa)'s, is sad stuff; I own it a little obscure, but 
far from deserving that title. Poverty and affliction often bring men 
to a due sense of their own state, and to an entire dependence on their 
Creator, therefore may be considered as lights that often guide men to 
Heaven. Poets, whose imaginations are so full of sentiment as Sliak- 
speare’s and Flet» her's, do not always study perspicuity in thei^expres- 
sions so much as i hose of cooler di^sitions.—Seroard. 

It is true, that f/icy do not always study perspicuity; but the light of 
Heavin refers to his, cije^ not to poverty. This mode of construction is 
not uncommon with dur Authors, and has often occasioned misinterpre¬ 
tations.—Ed. 177S. 

® The cause of man.} Corrected in 1750 i 
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Love's but an exhalation to best eyes. 

The matter spent, and then the fool’s fire dies I 
Were 1 in love, and could that bright ‘*tar bring 
Encrease to wealth, honour, and every thing; 
Were she as perfect good as we can aim, 

The first was so, and yet she lost the game. 

IVly mistress, then, be Knowledge and fair Truth ! 
So 1 enjoy all beauty and all youth. 

And though to Time her lights and laws she lends, 
She knows no age that to conuption bends: 
Friends' promises may lead me to believe. 

But he that is his own friend, knows to live ; 
Affliction, when I know it is but this, 

A deep allay, whereby man tougher is 
To bear the hammer, ^ and, the deeper, still 
We still arise more image of bis will; 

Sickness, an humorous cloud 'twixt us and light, 
And death, at longest, but another night! 

Man is his own star, and that soul that can 
Be honest, is the only perfect man. 


’ To hear the hammer.'] Seward falsely asserti, that this is the reading 
of the former editions. —Ed. 1778. 

It is the reading of the second folio; the first is correct. 
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WIT AT SEVERAL WEAPONS. 


This Comedy fust appeared in the folio of 164-7» and there 
can be iitlle doubt that it was the joint production of Beaumont 
and rielcher, as the epilogue, written for a revival, speaks deci¬ 
dedly ot two aiithois, and seems to intimate that, according to 
tradilion, the latter composed only one or two acts of the play. 
Sir William Davenaiit took the hint of the plot, and part of the 
characicis ot his comedy entitled the Wits, which iiist appeared 
on the stage in the year 10*33, from this play ; and Colley Cibber, 
in the beginning ot tlie last century, brought out an alteration of 
it, muiei the title ot Tlie Rival Fools, which met with no success, 
and which is infinitely inferior in wit and humour to the original, 
though the l.iureate thus coniiiienls with strange self-suHicicncy 
on the perfoimance which he offered to the audience : 

“ From sprightly Fletcher’s loose confederate muse, 

The unfuii.hed hints ot these light scenes we chuse ; 

Foi with such careless haste his play was writ, 

So impel used each thought of started wit; 

Each weapon of his wit so lamely fouglit. 

That ’twould as scanty on our stage be thought, 

As, fora modern belle my gramiain’s petticoat, 

So that fioin th' ohi we may with justice say, 

We scarce could cull the trimming of a play," 

Wit at several Weapons is entirely formed on the Jonsonian 
school, w'ith whirli it combines the bustle and mult’plicity of in¬ 
cidents prevalent in the Spanish drama ot the seventeenth cen¬ 
tury, It has ever been considered as a highly diverting per¬ 
formance, and is icplele with wit and humour throughout. I'lit 
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plot has few pretensions to great regularity, and the different scents 
are not arranged with sufficient attention to the gradual progress 
towards the catastrophe ; they rather exhibit a series of succes¬ 
sive tricks, sometimes very loosely strung together. In as far as 
there are scarcely any serious scenes mtioduced, it may be regard¬ 
ed as a comedy far more pure than most of those written in tha^ 
period, excepting always those of Ben Jonson. 



DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 


Sir Perfidious Oldcraft, an old knight, a great ad* 
mirer of wit. 

Wittypate Oldcraft, his fathers own son. 

Sir Gregory Fop, a witless lord of land. 

Cunningham, a discreet gentleman. Sir Gregorfs 
comrade and supplanter. 

Sir Ruinous Gentry, a decay'd knight, I two sharking 

Priscian, a poor scholar, i companions, 

Pompey Doodle, a clown. Sir Gregory's man, a 
piece of puff-paste, like his master. 

Master Credulous, nephexo to Sir Perfidious, a shal* 
low-brained scholar. 

Niece to Sir Perfidious, a rich and witty heir. 

Lady Ruinous, xvife to Sir Ruinous. 

Guardianess to Sir Perjidious his niece, an old do* 
ting crone. 

Mirabel), the Guardianess's niece. 


SCENE, —London. 




WIT AT SEVERAL WEAPONS. 


ACT I. SCENE I. 


A Room in Oldci aft’s House. 


Enter Sir Pi rfidious Oldcraft and 

WlTTYTATh. 

Witty. Sir, I’m no boy; I’m deep in one and 
twenty; 

The second yeaPs approaching. 

Okie. A fine time foi 

A youth to live b). his wits then, I should think, 
If e'ei he mean to make account of any. 
fl'ilty. Wits, sir? 

Olac. Ay, wits, sir; if it be so strange to thee, 
I’m soiry i spent that time to get a fool, 

I might have employ’d my paiiisa great deal better: 
Thou kno v’st all that I have 1 hu’ got by my wits. 
And ^et to see how urgent thou ait too! 

It gneves me thou ait so degenerate 
To tioubie me tor means; 1 never offer'd it 
My parents fiom a school-boy ; past nineteen onccj 
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(See what these times are grown to,) before twent^^/ 
I rush’d into the world, which is indeed much like 


The art of swimming, he that will attain to’t 
Must fall plump, and duck himself at first, 

And that will make him hardy and adventurous; 
And not stand putting in one foot, and shiver. 
And then draw t’other after, like a quake-buttock; 
Well he may make a padler i’ the world, 

From hand to mouth, but never a brave swimmer, 


Borne up by th’ chin, as I bore up myself. 

With my strong industry that never fail’d me; 
For he, that lies borne up with patrimonies. 
Looks like a long great ass that swims with blad¬ 
ders : 


Come but one prick of adverse fortune to him, 
He sinks, because he never tried to swim, 

When Wit plays with the billows that choak’d him. 

Witty, Why, is it not a fashion for a father, sir, 
Out of his yearly thousands to allow 
His only son a competent brace of hundreds, 

Or such a toy ? 

Oldc, Yes ; if he mean to spoil him, 

Or mar his wits, he may, but never I. 

This is my humour, sir, which you’ll find constant; 
I love wit so well, because I lived by’t, that I’ll 
Give no man power out of my means to hurt it. 
And that’s a kind of gratitude to my raiser, 
Which great ones oft forget. I admire much 
This age’s dullness! When I scarce writ man, 

The first degree that e’er I took in thriving, 

I lay intelligencer close for wenching, 

Could give this lord, or knight, a true certificate 
Of all the maidenheads extant; how many lay 
’Mongst chambermaids, how many ’moiigst Ex¬ 
change wenches, 

(Though never many there, I must confess, 

They have a trick to utter ware so fast;) 
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^ knew which lady had a mind to fall, 

Which gentlewoman new divorced, which trades¬ 
man breaking, 

The price of every sinner to a hair, 

And where to raise each price; which were the 
termers 

That would give velvet petticoats, ‘ tissue gowns, 
Which pieces, angels, suppers, and half-crowns: 

I knew how to match, and make my market; 
Could give intelligence where the pox lay leger,* 
And then to see the lechers shift a point 
’Twas sport and profit too; how they would shun 
Their adored mistress’chambers, and run fearfully, 
Like rats from burning houses! so brought I 
]\ly clients o’ the game still safe together, 

And noble gamesters loved me, and 1 felt it 
Give me a man that lives by his wits, say I, 
And’s never left a groat I there’s the true gallant. 
When I grew somewhat pursy, I grew then 
In men’s opinions too, and confidences; 

They put things call’d executorships upon me. 
The charge of orphans, little senseless creatures. 
Whom in their childhoods I bound forth to felt- 
makers, 

To make ’em lose, and work away their gentry, 
Disguise their tender natures with hard custom. 


* — which were the termers 

That would give velvet petticoats^ &c.] TermerSy in the pre¬ 
sent pa&sdge, may either mean lawyers during term time, or thieves. 
In the latter sense, the word occurs sometimes in old plays; and 
Dekker says—Some of these boothalers are called termerSy and 
they ply Westininster-IIall, Michaelmas-Term is their harvest, 
and they sweat it harder than reapers, or ha>-makers, doe at their 
works in the heat of summer.”—-5c/»ia» Londony i6l6, 4. 

* —. leger.] A teiger ambassador was a resident at a court, in 
contradisliOLtioii to extraordinary envoys, who were far more fre¬ 
quent at the time# The last edition reads silently— lege. 
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So wrought Vm out in time; there I rose un* 
gently. 

Nor do I fear to discourse this unto thee; 

I’m arm’d at all points against treachery, 

I hold m\ humour firm; if I can see thee thrive by 
Thy wits while I live, 1 sliall have the more cou¬ 
rage 

To trust thee with my lands when I die; if not. 
The next best wit 1 can hear of, carries ’em: 

For since in my tin\e and knowledge so many rich 
children 

Of the city conclude in beggary, I’d rather 
Make a wise stranger my executor 
Than a foolish son my heir, and have my lands 
call'd after 

M}' wit than after my name ; and that’s my nature. 
Witty Tis a stiange harsh one! Must I still 
shift then ?— 

I come, brave cheats ! once to my trade again ! 
And I’ll ply’t hdider now than e’er I did for’t.— 
You’ll pait with nothing then, sir? 

Oidc. Not a jot, sir. 

Witty, If I should ask your blessing ere I go, sir, 
I th nk you wouid not give’t me. 

Oiac. Let me but hear thou livest by thy wits 
once, 

Thou shalt have any thing; thou’rt none of mine 
else ! 

Then wh) should I take care for thee ? 

IVltfy 1 hank youi bounty ! [^E.vit. 

Oldc So wealth love me, and long life, I be¬ 
seech It, 

As I do love the man that lives by his wits, 

He comes so near my natuie ! I’m grown old now, 
And even arrived at my last cheat, I fear me ; 

But ’twill make shift to bury me, by day>light too, 
And discharge all my legacies, ’tis so wealthy, 
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, And never trouble any interest money. 

'Pvc yot a niece to wed, over whose steps 
I have placed a trusty watchful Guardianess, 

For fear some poor carl steal her (’t has been 
threaten’d) 

To redeem mortgaged land, but he shall miss on’t; 
To prevent which, I have sought out a match for 
her, 

Fop of Fop-Hall he writes himself, (I take it, 

The ancient st Fop in England,) with whom Fm 
privately 

Compounded for the third part of her portion. 
And she seems pleased ; so two parts rest with 
me. 

JEfifer Sir Gregory Fop and Cunningham. 

He’s come.—Sir Gregory, welcome! What’she, sir? 
Crreg. Young Cunningham, a Norfolk gentle¬ 
man. 

One that has lived upon the Fops, my kindred, 
Ever since my remembrance. He’s a wit indeed, 
And we all strive to have him ; nay, ’tis certain 
Some of our name has gone to law for him. 

Now ’tis my turn to keep him ; and indeed 
He’s plaguy chargeable, as all your wits are: 

Eut I will give him over when I list; 

I ha’ used wits so before. . 

Oidc. I hope when you’re married, sir, 

You’ll shake him off. 

Greg. Why, what do you take me to be, 

Old father-i’-law that shall be r ^ Do you think 


3 Old fulicr-l’-law tliaf shall ie.] But that Uis plain he never 
could be. The mistakii ^ of one letter for another is very usual; 
but here the editor has made a £;reate: slip, and has changed one 
woid lor another. Unckdn-luw is what Sir Gregory defigns to 
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I'll have any of the wits hang upon me after I’m^ 
married once? > 

None of my kindred ever had before me. 

But where’s this niece? Is it a fashion in London 

To marry a woman, and never see her ? 

Oldc, Excuse the niceness, sir! that care’s your 
friend; 

Perhaps, had she been seen, you had never seen 
her: 

There’s many a spent thing, call’d Arit like your 
honour. 

That lies in wait for her; At first snap she’s a 
countess, 

Drawn with six mares through Fleet-street, and 
a coachman. 

Sitting bareheaded to their Flanders buttocks.— 

This whets him on. l^Aside* 

Greg, Pray let’s clap up the business, sir! 

I long to see her. Aie you sure you have her? 

Is she not there alieady' Hark, oh, hark ! 

Oldc. How now r what’s that, sir ? 


call him. So in this act a little lower, the old knight says to Sir 
Gregory, 

“ Tush, nephew, Til call i/ou so,** - 

and in act the third Sii Gregory says to him, 

“ It*s asJiiie a notsc, uncle, as heart can Sympson. 

We believe the text genuine, and the slip pci haps intentional.— 
Ed. 1778. 

The d'fferent teims of relationship were applied with great un- 
certaint). In Mayne's Amorous War for imtance, niece is used 
for granddaughu r: 

“-What makes 

Thf Queen o' ih’ Amazons among you ? 

( a/luis. What made 
Hei grandnufthei in Alexander's army? 

She comes to shew hei«*elf her mece, to fight, 

- And to havt Amazi ns begot upon I ei/’ 

See Women Pleased, vol, IX. p. 2^4, 29U 
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> Greg. Every caroch goes by, 

Goes even to th’ heart of me. 

Oldc. ril have that doubt eased, sir, 

Instantly eased, Sir Gregory: And, now* I think 
on’t, 

A toy comes i’ my mind, seeing your friend there ; 

We’ll have a little sport, give you but way to’t, 

And put a trick upon her; I love wit preciously 1 

You shall not be seen yet; we’ll stale your friend 
first, 

If’t please but him to stand for th’ anti-masque. ^ 

Gfrg. Puh, he shall stand for any thing (why 
his supper 

Lies i’ my breeches here;) I’ll make him fast else. 

Oldc, Then come you forth more unexpectedly, 

The masque itself, a thousand a-year jointure : 

The cloud, your friend, will be then drawn away, 

And only you the beauty of the play. 

Greg, For red and black, I’ll put down all your 
fullers; 

Let but your niece bring white, and we have thiee 
colours. [EiTtt Gregory. 

Oldc. I’m given to understand you aie a wit, sir. 
I’m one that fortune shews small favour 
to, sir. 

Oldc, Why, there you conclude it, whether you 
will or no, sir. 

To tell you tiuth, I’m taken with a wit. 


* ^nttmasque ] This, I believe, properly means a masque of an¬ 
tics —Whdlle}. 

In general, the antimasque consisted of peritons who were atti¬ 
red in various dios&es, and who increlv danced, but without speak* 
mg, as the real masquers did. Ht nee Oldcraft !>ay8, that Cunning¬ 
ham shall merely pertoiin the antimasque, and Sir Gregory the 
real raasipn. 1 do not believe that antimasque was derived from 
antic masquers. 
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_ I 

Cunn. Fowlers catch woodcocks so; let not 
them know so much ! 

Oldc, Ji pestilence mazard ! a Duke Humphrey 
spark, [Aside. 

lie had rather lose his dinner than his jest — 


* ^ pestilent ! /I Duke Humphrey 

Jie Iwd lather hii dinner than his jest.] Mazard, or ma¬ 
zer, is still ii iisuu! lenn among llie vulgar for l\\v fare. In old 
books, it, however, generally meant the head. So in All Fools by 
Chapman: 

-In thy amorous conquestn at the lust, 

Some vound will slice your mazer." 

To dine "with Duke Ihmphreu was a usual phrase, which is alluded 
to in the te.\t, and was app.ied to poor gallants, who, not being 
fibJe to procure a dinner, allected to ramble in St Paul’s. Due of 
the aisles there was called Duke IIumphie)'s Walk, liom a monu¬ 
ment supposed to be that duke’s, but iii reality Sir John Ileau- 
champ’s, who was buried in 1358 Bishop Hall thus characleiizes 
a Duke Humphrey spark, book iii. satire vii.— 

Seest thou how gayly my young maistcr goes, 

Vaunting himself upon his rising toes ; 

And pranks his hand upon his dagger’s side; 

And picks his glutted teeth since late noon-tide? 

'Tis Riiflio : trow’st thou where he dined to-day t 
In sooth i saw him sit with Duke Humphrey " 

Again, in an old recommendatory poem, 

** Ye dayly wayters on Duke Humphrey's table. 

And hourly walkers by D. Iiumphrey's shrine, 

If that for meagre famine yee be .able 
Right to peruse a wcl-pcn’il witty line. 

Wait—walk no more, on his table—bv his shrine— 

But with Duke Humphrey’s legend, gentiles, dine.” 

Weexer^s Poem bej'ore Middklon s Legtnd ojHumphrey, 
Duke of Gloucester, l60(i. 

Again in Quodlibet’s lately come over from New Bretaniola, Old 
Newfoundland, by Robert Hayman, 1628, the 35th epigram to 
Sir Pierce Pennyless runs thus — 

Though little coyne thy purse-less pocket lyne, 

Yet with great company thou art ta’cn up, 

1 
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^ say, I love a wit the best of all things. 

Cnnn. Always except yourself. 

Oldc. He has givcn’t me twice now 
All with a breath, I thank him! But that’ I love 
a wit, 

I should be heartily angry. 

Enter Niece and Guardianess. 

Cuds, my Niece! 

You know the business with her ? 

Cunn. With a woman? 

'Tis even the very same it was, I’m sure, 

Five thousand years ago, no fool can miss it# 

Oldc. This is the gentleman I promised, Niece, 
To present to your aifection# 

Cunn. ’Ware that arrow ! 

Oldc. Deliver me the truth now of your liking. 
Cunn. I’m spoil’d already ; that such poor lean 
game 

Should be found out as I am ! 

Oldc. Go, set to her, sir.—Ha, ha, ha ! 

Cunn. How noble is this virtue in you, lady ! 
Your eye may seem to commit a thousand slaugh¬ 
ters 

On your dull servants, which, truly tasted, 
Conclude all in comforts. 

Oldc. Puh! 

Niece. It rather shews what a true worth can 
make, 

Such as yours is. 

Oldc. And that’s not worth a groat.— 


For olK’n With "Duke Ihimphrey thou dost dine, 

Aik' often with hir 1 iiomfi Gresham sup.” 

That is, in the Exchange, a fashionable walk as well as St Paul’?, 
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How like you him, Niece ? 

Niece. It shall appear how well, sir : 

I humbly thank you for him. 

Oldc. Ha, ha! good gullery! he does it well, 
i’faith. 

‘Light, as if he meant to purchase Lip-land there: 
Hold, hold ! bear off, I say ! 

’Slid, your part hangs too long. 

Cunn, My joys are mockeries. 

Niece, You have both express’d a worthy care 
and love, sir: 

Had mine own eye been set at liberty 
To make a public choice, (believe my truth, sir,) 
It could not ha* done better for my heart 
Than your good providence has. 

Oldc. You will say so then! 

Alas, sweet Niece, all this is but the scabbard; 
Now I draw forth the weapon. 

Niece. How! 

Oldc, Sir Gregory! 

Approach, thou lad of thousands ! 

Enter Sir Gblgoiiy. 

t 

Greg, Who calls me ? 

Niece. What motion’s this ? the model of Niiii- 
veh r ^ 


< What motion's this f the model of Ninexeh Tlie model of 
Nintveh appeals to have been a puppet-show m gicat repute in 
the time ot our authors. It is mentioned in the old comedy of 
Every Woman in Her Humour, 1609, quarto, signature H. “ I 
have seen the city of New Nineveh^ and Julius Cmsar, acted by 
mammets."—Ed. 1778. 

In Beil Jonson’s Bartholomew Fair, the master of the motion 
says,—“ O the motions that I Lanthorn Leatherhead have given 
light to in iqy time, since Master Pod died! Jerusalem was a 
stalely tiling, and so was Ninets^t and the city of Norwich, and 


■ 
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Oldc. Accost her daintily now, let me advise 
' thee ! 

Greg. I was advised to bestowdaintycost on you. 
Niece, You were ill-advised; back, and take 
better counsel! 

You may have goqd for an angel: The least cost 
You can bestow upon a woman, sir, 

Trebles ten counsellor’s fees ; in lady-ware, 
You’re over head and ears, ere you be aware. 
’Faith, keep a bachelor still, and go to bowls, sir, 
Follow your mistress there, and prick and save, sir ! 
For other mistresses will make you a slave, sir. 
Greg. So, so ! I have my lerrepoop already.’ 
Oldc. Why, how now, Niece ? this is the man, 
I tell you! 

Niece. He ? hang him! Sir, I know you do but 
mock; 

This is the man, you would say. 

Oldc. The devil rides, I think ! 

Cunn. I must use cunning here. [Aside. 

Oldc. Make me not mad ! use him with all re¬ 
spect ! 

This is the man, I swear. 

Niece. ’Would you could persuade me to that! 
Alas, you cannot go beyond me, uncle : 

You carry a jest well, I must confess, 

For a man of your years ; but- 

Oldc. Fm wrought beside myself! 

Cunn, [To the Guardianess.^ I ne’er beheld 
comeliness till this minute. 

Sodom and Gomorrah ; with the rising of the prentices, and 
j>ullnig down the bawdy houses there upon Shrove-Tuesday; but 
the Gun-Powder Plot, theie was a get penny ! I have presented it 
to nn eighteen or twenty-penny audience nine times in an after¬ 
noon.*’—Act V. Scene I. 

7 So, so ! I have my lerrepoop already.1 See vol. V, p. 430. 
Sir Gregory is alluding to the unceasing loquacity of which wo¬ 
men are sometimes accused, 

VOL. XI. 


S 



274 


WIT AT SEVERAL [Act I. 


Guard. Oh, good sweet sir, pray olFer not these 
words 

To an old gentlewoman ! 

Niece. Sir! 

Cunn. Away, fifteen! 

Here’s fifty-one exceeds thee.. 

Niece. What’s the business ? 

Cunn. Give me these motherly creatures! Come, 
ne’er smother it; 

1 know you are a teeming woman yet. 

Guard. ’Troth, a young gentleman might do 
much, I think, sir. 

Cunn. Go to then. 

Guards And I should play my part, or I were 
ingrateful. 

Niece. Can you so soon neglect me ? 

Cunn. Hence ! I’m busy. 

{JVhispers with the Guardianess. 
OMc. This cross point came in luckily.—Impu¬ 
dent baggage, 

Hang from the gentleman I art thou not ashamed 
To be a widow’s hindrance ? 

Cunn. Are you angry, sir ? 

Oldc. You’re welcome I pray court on: I shall 
desire 

Your honest wise acquaintance.—Vex me not, 
After my care and pains to find a match for thee, 
Lest I confine thy life to some out-chamber. 
Where thou shalt waste the sweetness of thy 
youth, 

Like a consuming light in her own^ socket, 

And not allow’d a male-creature about thee ! 

A very monkey, thy necessity 
Shall prize at a thousand pound; a chimney¬ 
sweeper 

At fifteen hundred. 

Niece. But are vou serious, uncle } 
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pUc, Serious. 

Niece, Pray let me look upon the gentleman 
With more heed! then I did but hum him over, 
In haste, ’good faith, as lawyers chaneery sheets.— 
Beshrew my blood, a tolerable man, 

Now I distinctly read him ! 

Greg. Hum, hum, hum! 

Niece. Say he be black, he’s of a very good pitch; 
Well-ankled, two good confident calves, they look 
As if they would not shrink at the ninth child; 
The redness in the face—why, that’s in fashion, 
Most of your high 'bloods have it; [a] sign of 
greatness, marry; 

’Tis to be taken down too with May-butter: 

I’ll send to my lady Spend-tail for her medicine. 
Greg, Lum te dum, dum, dum, de dum! 

[Hums, 

Niece, He’s qualified too, believe me. 

Greg, Lum te dum, de dum, de dum ! 

Niece. Where was my judgment? 

Greg. Lum te dum, dum, dum, te dum, te dum ! 
Niece, Perfection’s cover’d mess. 

Greg. Lum te dum, te dum, te dum ! 

Niece. [Aside,] It smokes apparently.—Pardon, 
sweet sir, 

The error of my sex ! 

Oldc, Why, well said, Niece I 
Upon submission, you must pardon her now, sir. 
Greg, I’ll do’t by course: Do you think I am 
an ass, knight ? 

Here’s first my hand; now it goes to the seal-office. 

/ier, 

Oldc, Formally finish’d!—How goes this suit 
forward ? 

Cunn, I’m taking measure of the widow’s mind, 
sir; 

I hope to fit her heart. 
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Guard. Who would have dreamt 

Of a younj? morsel now ? Things come in minutes! 

Greg. Trust him not, widow ; he’s a younger 
brother, 

He’ll swear and lie; believe me, he’s worth nothing. 

Guard. He brings more content to a woman 
with that nothing, 

Than he that brings his thousands without any 
thing; 

We have precedents for that amongst great ladies. 

Oldc. Come, come! no language now shall be 
in fashion 

But your love-phrase, the bell to procreation. 

{^Exeunt* 


SCENE II. 


A Street, 


Enter Sir Ruinous Gentry, Wittypate, and 
Priscian, disguised. 

Witty. Pox, there’s nothing puts me besides 
my wits, but this fourth, this lay illiterate share; 
there’s no conscience in’t. 

Rum. Sir, it has ever been so where I have 
practised, and must be still where I am. Nor has 
it been undeserved at the yeai’s end, and shuffle 
the almanack together, vacations and term-times, 
one with another; though I say’t, my wife is a 
woman of a good spirit; then it is no lay-share. 

Pm. ’Faith, for this five year, ego possum pro- 
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l)are^ I have had a hungry penurious share witli 
’em, and she has had as much as I always. 

Witty. Present, or not present? 

Pris. ResUlem aiit non reddens^ per Jidem f 
Witty. And what precedent’s this for me? be¬ 
cause your hie et hcecy turpis and qui mihi discipulus 
brains (that never got any thing but by accidence 
and unc ertainty) did allow it, therefore 1 must, 
that have grounded conclusions of wit, hereditary 
rules fiom my father, to get by? 

Ruin. Sir, be compendious; either take or re¬ 
fuse : I will ’bate no token of my wife’s share ; 
make even the last reckonings, and either so unite, 
or here divide company. 

Pris. A good resolution profecto! let every man 
beg his own way, and happy man be his dole! ® 
Witty. Well, here’s your double share, and single ' 
brains, Pol, (edipol, here’s toward ; a castor ecastor 
for you ! I will endure it a fortnight longer, but 
by these just five ends®'— 

Pris. Take heed! five’s odd; put both hands 
together, or severally they are all odd unjust ends. 

AVitty. Medius Jidius, hold your tongue! I de¬ 
pose you from half a share presently else: I will 
make you a participle, and decline you;* now 
you understand me! Be you a quiet conjunction 
amongst the undeclined ; you and your Latin ends 
shall go shift, solus cum solo, together else; and 


8 Happy man be his dule.l A proverbial expression enumerated 
in Ilay'b Collection, and occurring in The Meiry Wives of Wfnd- 
bor, and many other old playb, 

^ By these live endsi] Ills lingers, 

* I 'wilt make you a participle, and decline you.] To decline 
means, in a grammatical tien>e, to modify by various terminations; 
it also means to degrade. Wittypate uses it in both these senses, 
—il/asou. 


6 
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then if ever they get ends of gold and silver, 
enough to serve that gerundine maw of yours, 
that without do will end in di and dum instantly— 

Enter Oldcraft and Sir Gregory. 

Euin. Enough, enough ! Here comes company ! 
we lose five shares in wrangling about one. 

Witty, My father? Put on, Priscian ! he has 
Latin fragments too; but I fear him not! I’ll case 
my face with a little more hair, and relieve. 

[Pulls his hair aver hisface^ and stands apart, 

Oldc, Tush, nephew ! I’ll call you so, for if 
there be 

No other obstacles than those you speak of. 

They are but powder charges without pellets; 
You may safely front ’em, and warrant your own 
danger. 

Greg. No other that I can perceive, i’faith, sir: 
for I put her to't, and- felt her as far as I could; 
and the strongest repulse was, she said, she would 
have a little soldier in me, that, if need were, I 
should defend her reputation. 

Oldc, And surely, sir, that is a principle 
Amongst your principal ladies: They require 
Valour either in a friend or a husband. 

Greg. And I allow their requests i’faith, as well 
as any woman’s heart can desire: If I knew where 
to get valour, I would as willingly entertain it as 
any man that blows. 

Oldc, Breathes, breathes, sir; that’s the sweeter 
phrase. 

Greg. Blows for a soldier, i’faith, sir! and I’m 
in practice that way. 

Oldc. For a soldier I grant it. 

Greg. ’Slid! I’ll swallow some bullets, and good 
round ones too, but I’ll have a little soldier in me. 

12 
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Ruin. Will you on and beg, or steal and be 
hanged ? \^Aside to his Comrades. 

Greg. And some scholar she would have me 
besides. 

Oldc. Tush, that shall be no bar it is a quality 
in a gentleman, but of the least question. 

Pris. Salvete,d(imini henignissimi^ muniJicentissiniU 

Oldc. Salvete diets ad ms fjubeo te salxere I Nay, 
sir, we have Latin, and other metal in us too, sir,— 
You shall see me talk with this fellow now. 

Greg. I could find in my heart to talk with him 
too, if I could understand him. 

Pris. Charissimif^ doctissmiquey dominie ex ahun- 
dantid char^atis vestree estate propitii in mejwoenem 
misemm, paiiperem^ et qmni consolatione exulem ! 

Oldc. A pretty scholar, by my faith, sir! but I’ll 
to him again. 

Greg. Does he beg or steal in this language, 
can you tell, sir? He may take away my good 
name from me, and I ne’er the wiser. 

Oldc. He begs, he begs, sir. ‘ 

Pris. Ecce, ecce, in oculis lachrymarum Jlumcn! 


* G reg. And some scholar she would hate me besides^ 

Tushy that shall be no bavy &c.] The impropriety 6 f making 
Sir Gregory both tell the tale and give the answer, inclined me to 
prefix OUkrafl before Tushy that shally &c.— Sympson. 

3 Pris. Charhsimiy doctissimiqiiey duminiy ex abundantia 
Charitatis vestuB estate propitii in we jejunum 
Misenm.'^ Clarissimi 1 prefer to charissimi. Jejunum 
too I can by no means approve, though sense, because it is only 
an arbitrary reading of the editor of the copy of 1679 * That ol 
1647 represents the passage thus : estate propitii in junenem, 
which, though not sense, iiccause not Latin, will yet be the hand¬ 
maid to lead us to what might very possibly have been the original 
reading; and that with no more trouble than turning of an n into 
a Uy ^..^firopitii in me }\ivencm.-.—Sympeon. 
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in ore fames siiisque; ignis in *oultu^ pudor et impu- 
dentia in omniparte necessitas et indigentia. 

Okie. Audi til bonus socius; tu es scholasticusy 
sic intelligOy ego faciani argumentunu —Mark now, 
sir, now I fetph him up ! 

Greg. I have been fetched up a hundred times 
for this; yet I could never leain half so much. 

Oldc. Audi, et responde; hoc cst argumentum: 
mmen est nomen — ergo, quod cst tihi nomen Res¬ 
ponde nunc, responde argumentum meum .—Have I 
not put him to’t, sir ? 

Greg. Yes, sir, I think so. 

JVitty. Step in ! the rascal is put out of his 
penned speech, and he can go no further. • 

[Apart to Sir Ruinous. 

Oldc. Cur non respondes ? 

Pris. O domine, tania mea e^t miseria -- 

Witty. So! he’s almost in again. 

Pris. Ut noefe mecum pernociat egestas, luce quo- 
tidie paupertas habit et. 

Oldc. Sed quod est tibi nomcn? et quis deditf 
responde argumentum. 

Pris. Hem, hem 1 

JVitty. He’s dry; he hems: On quickly! 

Ruin. Courteous gentlemen, if the brow of a 
military face may not be offensive to your gener¬ 
ous eye-balls, let his wounds speak better than 
his words, for some branch or small sprig of cha¬ 
rity to be planted upon this poor barren soil of a 
soldier. 

Oldc. How now! what, arms and arts both go 
a-begging ? 

Ruin. Such is the post-progiess of cold chaiity 
now-a-days, who (for lieat to her frigid limbs) 


* Fudo) ct impudcntia.l Mabon proposes to read impotcntia. 
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passes in so swift a motion, that two at the least 
had need be to stay her. 

Greg. Sir, let’s reward ’em, I pray you; and 
be gone ! If any quarrel should arise amongst us, 
I am able to answer neither of thta; his iron and 
steel tongue is as hard as t’other’s Latin one. 

Oldc. Stay, stay, sir! I will talk a little with 
him first: let me alone with both ! I will try whe¬ 
ther they live by their wits or no; for such a man 
1 love.—And, what, you both beg together then? 

Pris. Corijunctis manibiis^ projector dmmne. 

Ruin. With equal fortunes, equal distribution ; 
there’s not the breadth of a sword's point uneven 
in our division. 

Greg. What two qualities are here cast away 
upon two poor fellows I if a man had ’em that 
could maintain ’em, what a double man were that! 
if these two fellows might be bought and sodden, 
and boiled to a jelly, and eaten fasting every morn¬ 
ing, I do not think but a man should find strange 
things in his stomach. 

0/dc. Come, sir, join your charity with mine, 
and we’ll make up a couple of pence betwij^t ns. 

Greg. If a man could have a pennyworth for 
his penny, I would bestow more money with ’em. 

Witty. [Comes forward.^ Save you, gentlemen ! 
How now ?—What, are you encountered here ? 
What fellows are these? 

Oldc. ’Faith, sir, here’s Mars and Mercury; a 
pair of poor planets, it seems, that Jupiter has 
turned out to live by their wits, and we are e’en 
about a little spark of charity to kindle ’em a new 
fire. 

Witty. Stay, pray you stay, sir I You may abuse 
your charity, nay, make that goodness in you no 
better than a vice: so many deceivers walk in 
these shadows novv-a-days, that certainly your 
bounties were better spilt, than reserved to so 
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lewd and vicious uses,—Which is he that pro¬ 
fesses the soldier ? 

Ruin. He that professes his own profession, sir, 
and the dangerous life he hath led in it this pair 
of half-score years. 

Witty. In what services have you been, sir ? 

Ruin. The first that fleshed me a soldier, sir, 
was that great battle at Alcazar, in Barbary, where 
the noble English Stukeley fell,* and where that 
ro}'al Portugal Sebastian ended his untimely days. 

Witty. Ai e you sure Sebastian died there ? 

Rum. ’Faith, sir, there was some other rumour 
hoped amongst us,® that he, wounded, escaped, 
and touched on his native shore again; where, 
finding his country at home more distressed by 
the invasion of the Spaniard, than his loss abroad, 
forsook It, still supporting a miserable and unfor¬ 
tunate life, which where he ended is yet uncertain. 

Witty. By my faith, sir, he speaks the nearest 
fame of tiuth in this. 

Rum. Since, sir, I served in France, the Low 
Countiies, lastly, at that memorable skirmish at 
Newport,’ where the forward and bold Scot there 

s The great battle at Alcazar in Barbaryy where thenobU Eng- 
li*>h StukeJey Jelly and where that loyal Portugal Sebastian, 

The battle oj Alcazar was lought in August, 1578. Don Sebas- 
Uauy one of the kings who fell in that engagement, being not found 
after the battle, was for a long tune supposed to have escaped, and 
reported to be living in several diHerent countries.—Of Stukeleyy 
who appears to have been a dissolute Englishman, born in Devon¬ 
shire, a volunleei in that battle, after having dissipated his pro¬ 
perty, an account may be seen in an old ballad published in Evans’s 
Collection, 1777 , vol. 11. p. 103. See also an old play, entitled, 
The Battle of Akazary with the death of captain Stukeleyy 4to. 
13S4.— Reed. 

® Hop’t amongst us ] Theobald and Seward would read, iiopt 
amongst tis — Ed. 1778. 

’ That memorable shrmish, &c.] This memorable skirmish at 
Newport happened on the 22d of July, l500, between prince Al- 
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spent his life so freely, that from every single 
heart that there fell, came home, from his resolu¬ 
tion, a double honour to his country. 

Witty, This should be no counterfeit, sir. 

Oldc, I do not think he is, sir.^>^ 

Witty. But, sir, methinks you do not shew the 
marks of a soldier: Could you so freely ’scape, 
that you brought home no scars to be your chro¬ 
nicle ? 

Ruin, Sir, I have wounds, and many; but in 
those parts where nature and humanity bids me 
shame to publish. 

Witty, A good soldier cannot want those badges. 

Greg. Now am not I of your mind in that; for 
I hold him the best soldier that ’scapes best: al¬ 
ways at a mock-fencing* I give him the best that 
has the fewest knocks. 

Witty. Nay, I’ll have a bout with your scholar, 
too.—^lo ask you why you should be poor, yet 
richly learned, were no question, at least you can 
easily answer it; but whether you have learning 
enough to deserve to be poor or no (since pover¬ 
ty is commonly the meed of learning) is yet to 
be tried: you have the languages? I mean the 
chief, as the Hebrew, Syriac, Greek, Latin, &c. 

Pris. Aliqiiantulum; non totaliteri domine. 

bert and prince Maurice de Nassau; the former commander of 
the Spaniards, and the latter of the forces of the States-General. 
The Spaniards were worsted, and sustained the loss of 200 men 
killed, besides a great number taken prisoners. This battle is 
mentioned in several contemporary writers; but we do not find 
the least notice taken in any of the accounts of the forward and 
bold Scotf \\ hose bravery is here celebrated by our authors.— 

The text applies not to a single Scot, but to all the Scotch troops 
employed in the battle. The personification of a nation is not en¬ 
tirely obsolete among the vulgar at this day. The remainder of 
the speech proves the propriety of the remark. 

® A codifmeing,] Corrected by Sympson. 
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Oldc, The Latin I have sufficiently tried him 
in, and F promise you, sir, he is very well grounded. 

Witty, I will prove him in some of the rest.— 
Tois mios fatherois iste cockscomboy ? 

Pris. Kay yonkeron nigitton oy Jouleroi asinisoy. 

Witty. Cheateroii ton biton ? 

Pris. Tons pollous strikerous angelo to peeso. 

Witty. Certainly, sir, a very excellent scholar 
in the Greek. 

Oldc, I do note a wond’rous readiness in him. 

Greg. I do wonder how the Trojans could hold 
out ten years' siege, as ’tis reported, against the 
Greeks: if Achilles spoke but this tongue, I do 
not think but he might have shaken down the 
walls ill a sevennight, and never troubled the 
wooden horse. 

jritty. I will try him so far as I can in the Sy¬ 
riac. Kircom bragmeti, shag a dou ma dell mathoii. 

Pris. Hashagath rabgababh shobos onoriadka. 

Witty. Colpack riibasca, gnawerihem shig shag. 

Pi is. Napshamothem ribs/ie bongomosh lashemech 
nagothi, 

ff^itty. Gentlemen, I have done! any man, that 
can, go further! I confess myself at a nonplus. 

Greg. ’’Faith, not I, sir ; 1 was at my farthest 
in my natural language; I was never double- 
tongued, I thank my hard fortune. 

jritty. Well, gentlemen, ’tis pity, (walk further 
off a little, my fiicnds) I say, ’tis pity such fellows, 
so endowed, so qualiiied with the gifts of natuie 
and arts, yet should have such a scarcity of For¬ 
tune’s benefits: we must blame our iron-hearted 
age for it. 

Oldc. ’Tis pity, indeed; and our pity shall speak 
a little for ’em : Come, sir! here’s my groat. 

JVitty. A groat, sir ?—oh fy ! give nothing ra-* 
ther! ^IVere better you railed on ’em for begging, 
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and so quit yourself: I am a poor gentleman, that 
have little but my wits to live on- 

Oldc. Troth, and I love you the better, sir. 

Witty. Yet I’ll begin a better example than so: 
—Here, fellows, there’s between you ; take purse 
and all; and I would it were heavier for your 
sakes! there’s a pair of angels to guide you to your 
lodgings, a poor gentleman’s good will! 

Pris. GratiaSf maximas gratiaSy henignissime do- 
mine ! 

Oldc. This is an ill example for us, sir: I would 
this bountiful gentleman had not come this wav- 
to-day. 

Greg. Pox, we must not shame ourselves now, 
sir! I’ll give as much as that gentleman, though 
I never be soldier or scholar while I live :—here, 
friends ; there’s a piece, that, if he were divided, 
would make a pair of angels for <ne too, in the love 
I bear to the sword and the tongues. 

Oldc. My largess shall be equal too, and much 
good do you.—This bounty is a little abatement 
of my wit though, I feel that. 

Ruin. May soldiers ever defend such charities I 

Pris. And scholars pray for their encrease ! 

Oldc. Fare you well!—Sir, these fellows may 
pray for you ; you have made the scholar’s com¬ 
mons exceed to-day. And, a word with you, sir! 
You said you lived by your wits; if you use this 
bounty, you’ll beggar your wits, believe it. 

Witty. Oh, sir, I hope to encrease ’em by it; 
this seed never ^ants his harvest. Fare you well, 
sir! lExit. 

Greg. I think a man were as good meet with a 
reasonable thief, as an unreasonable beggar some¬ 
times. J could find in my heart to beg half mine 
back again: Can you change my piece, my friends.^ 
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Pris. Tempera mutantur^ et nos mutamur in illis, 

Greg. My gold is turned into Latin, 

Re-enter Wittypate. 

Jfittp. Look you, good fellows; here’s one round 
shilling more that lay concealed. 

Oldc. Sir, away ! we shall be drawn further in¬ 
to damage else. 

Greg. A pox of the fool! he live by his wits ? 
If his wits leave him any money, but what he begs 
or steals, very shortly, I’ll be hanged for him. 

witli Oldc RAFT. 

Rum. This breakfast parcel was well fetched 
oIF, i’faith! 

Witty, Tush! a bye-blow for mirth; we must 
have better purchase: We want a fourth for ano¬ 
ther project that I have ripened. 

Ruin. My wife; she shares, and can deserve it. 

Witty. She can change her shape, and be mas¬ 
culine ? 

Ruin. ’Tis one of the freest conditions: She 
fears not the crack of a pistol; she dares say 
“ stand !” to a grazier. 

Pris. Probatum fiiity profeciOy domine. 

Witty. Good! then you. Sir Bacchus Apollo, 
shall be dispatched with her share, and some coun¬ 
ters,® to meet us to-morrow, at a certain place 
and time appointed, in the masculine gender; my 
father has a nephew,'and I an own cousin, coming 
up from the university, whom he loves most in¬ 
dulgently ; easy master Credulous Oldcraft, (for 
you know what your mere academic is.) Your 


9 Some contents.] What can the meaning be of some contents ? 
We should read—** and some counters,’* of which, according to 
the plan, |he was to be robbed.—Afa^on. 
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carrier never misses his hour; He must not be 
robbed, because he has but little to lose; but he 
must join with us in a device that I have, that 
shall rob my father of a hundred pieces, and thank 
me to be rid on’t: for there’s th6 ambition of my 
wit, to live upon his professed wit, that has turn¬ 
ed me out to live by my wits. 

Pris. Cum hirundinis alis tibi regratulor, 

JVitty. A male habit, a bag of an hundred weight, 
though it be counters, for my alchemy shall turn 
’em into gold of my father’s; the hour, the place, 
the action shall be at large set down; And, fa¬ 
ther, you shall know, that I put my portion to 
use, that you have given me to live by; 

And to confirm yourself in me renate, 

I hope you'll find my wit's legitimate ! [Exeunt, 


ACT II. SCENE I. 


A Room in tfie House of Sir Ruinous. 


Enter Lady Ruinous and Servant. 

Serv. Nay, lady! 

L, Ruin. Put me not in mind on't, pr’ythee! 
You cannot do a greater wrong to women; 

For in our wants, 'tis the most chief affliction 
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To have that name remembered ; ’tis a title 
That misery mocks us by, and the world’s malice! 
Scorn and Contempt have not wherewith to work 
On bumble callings ; they are safe, and lie 
Level with Pity still, and pale Distress 
Ts no great stranger to ’em; but when Fortune 
Looks with a stormy face on our conditions, 

We find Affliction work, and Envy pastime, 

And our worst enemy then, that most abuses ns, 
Is that we are called by, “ Lady.” Oh, my spirit,' 
Will nothing make thee humble ? I am well me- 
thinks, 

And can live quiet with my fate sometimes, 

Until I look into the world again: 

Then I begin to rave at my stars’ bitterness, 

To see how many muckhilis placed above me; 
Peasants and droyls,* caroches full of dunghills, 
Whose very birth stinks in a generous nostril, 
Glistering by night like glow-worms through the 
high-strects. 

Hurried by torch-light in the footmen’s hands. 
That shew like running fire-drakes through the 
city. 

And I put to my shifts and wits to live, 

(Nay, sometimes danger too) on foot, on horse¬ 
back. 

And earn my supper manfully ere I get it: 

Many a meal I have purchased at that rate. 

Fed with a wound upon me, stamped at midnight. 

Priscian, 

t 

Ha! what ^re you ? 

Fris. [Pti//s off his beard.'] Now you may tell 
yourself. 

Lady ! 

i. 


* Drolls.] i. e. Drudges^ &.c.^l^ifmpson» 
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L. Ruin. Oh, master Priscian! what’s the project? 
For you ne’er come without one. 

Pris. First, your husband, 

Sir Ruinous Gentry, greets you with best wishes, 
And here has sent you your full share by me 
In five cheats and two robberies. 

Z. Ruin, And what comes it to ? 

Pris. Near upon thirteen pound. 

Z. Ruin. A goodly share ! 

’Twill put a lady scarce in Philip and cheyney,* 
With three small bugle laces, like a chambermaid: 
Here’s precious lifting! 

Pris. ’Las, you must consider, lady, 

’Tis but young term; attornies ha’small doings yet; 
Then highway lawyers, they must needs ha’ little: 
We have had no great good luck, to speak troth, 
beauty. 

Since your stout ladyship parted from us at High- 
gate; 

But there’s a fair hope now for a present hundred. * 
Here’s man’s apparel! your horse stands at door. 
Z. Ruin. And what’s the virtuous plot now? 

P) 'is. Marry, lady. 

You, like a brave young gallant, must be robb’d. 


* In Pliilij) and chtyney.’] Sympson reads, Philippine cheynept 
which, he says, now goes by the name of harrateen ; but the text 
is nght, being mentioned in (he following curious list of then 
fashionable stub's, mo&t of which are alluded to in these plays, in 
Taylor’s Praise of Hempseed : 

Alas, what would our silk mercers be ? 
tYhat would they do, sweet hempseed, but for thee ? 

Hash, tailata, paropa, ^nd novato 
Shagge, flllizetta, damaske, and mockado, 

No velvets piles, two piles, piles, and halfe pile. 

No plush or grograines could adorne this ile, 

No cloth of silver, gold, or tissue here j 
Philip and Chdny never would appear 
Witliin our bounds*^ 

▼0L« XI. 


T 
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Jj. Ruin. I robb’d? 

Pris. Nay then- 

Z. Rutn. Well, well, go on! bear, sir. 
Pris. Here’s a sealed bag of a hundred; which 
indeed 

Are counters all, only some sixteen groats 
Of white money i* th’ mouth on’t. 

Z. R?im. So > what saddle have I ? 

Pris Monsieur Laroon’s the Frenchman’s* 

L Rum. That again ? 

You know so well it is not for my stride \ 

How oft have I complained on’t ? 

Pris. You may have Jockey’s then, the little 
Scotch one. 

You must dispatch. 

Z. Rum. I’ll soon be ready, sir, [Ejrif Parse tan. 
Before you ha’ shifted saddles.—Many women 
Have their wealth flow to ’em ; I was made, I see, 
To help my fortune, not my fortune me, [E.rit. 


SCENE IL 


A Room in Oldcraft’s House. 


Enter CunninghaIii. 

Cunn. My ivays are goblin-led, and the night-elf 
Still draws me from my home ; yet I follow: 

Sure *tis not altogether fabulous, 

Such hags do get dominion of our tongues; 

So soon as we speak, the enchantment binds. 

I have dissembled such a trouble on me, 

As my best wits can hardly clear again: 

Piping through this old reed, the Guardianess, 
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With purpose that my harmony shall reach 
And please the lady’s car; she stops belowr, 
And echoes back my love unto my lips, 
Persuaded by most violent arguments 
Of self-love in herself, I am so self-fool, 

To dote upon her hundred-wrinkled face. 

I could beggar her to accept the gifts 
She would throw upon me; it were charity; 
Put for pity’s sake 1 will be a niggard. 

And undo her, refusing to take from her. 

I’m haunted again! if it take not now, 

I’ll break the spell. 


JEn^er Guardianess, 


Guard. Sweet Cunningham, welcome! 

What, a whole day absent? Birds that build nests 
Have care to keep ’em. 

Cunn. That’s granted; 

But not continually to sit upon ’em, 

’Less in the youngling season: else,^ they desire 
To fly abroad, and recreate their labours; 

Then they return with fresher appetite 
To work again. 

Guard. Well, well, you have built a nest 
That will stand all storms; you need not mistrust 
A weather-wreck: And, one day, it may be 
The youngling season too; then, I hope, 

You’ll ne’er fly out of sight. 

Cunn. There will be pains, {^Aside. 

I see, to shake this bur off!—And, sweetest, 
Pr’ythee how fares thy charge? has my good friend. 
Sir Gregory, the countenance of a lover? 

Guard. No, by my troth, not in my mind; me- 
thinks, 


3 V.hr.'l E/sr means here, at other times.— -A/iwow. 

) 
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(Setting his worship aside) he looks like a fool. 
Cumi, Nciy, i’laith, ne’er divide his worship from 
him 

For that small matter! fool and worship are 
No such strangers now-a-days. But my meaning is. 
Has he thy lady’s countenance of love ? 

Looks she like a welcome on him ^ plainly, 

Have they as good hope of one another, 

As, Cupid bless us, we have ^ 

Guard, ’Troth, I know not; 

I can perceive no forwardness in my charge. 

But I protest I wish the knight 
Better, for your sake, bird. 

Cunn. Why, thanks, sweet biid ! 

And with my beai t I wish that he had as strong 
And likely hope of her, as thou hast of me. 

Guard. Well, he is like to speed never the worse 
For that good wish. And I will tell you, bird, 
(For secrets are not to be kept betwixt us two) 
My charge thinks well of you. 

Cunn. Of me? for what? 

Guard. For my sake; I mean so: I have heard 
lier 

A hundred times say, since her uncle gave her 
The hrst hob about you, that she’d do somewhat 
For my sake, if things went well together: 

We have spoke of doors and bolts, and things, and 
things— 

Go to ! ril [not] tell you all but you’ll find some 
Advancement, for my sake, 1 do believe. 

Cunn ’faith, be not spaiing; tell me I 
Guard. By my lady, 

You shall pardon me for that 1 it were a shame 

♦ Go io, I’ll tell you all.] Varied by Synipson, who, however, 
unnecessarily, umits the worcl yoiu 
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If men should hear all that women speak behind 
Their backs sometimes. 

Cunn, You must give me leave yet 
At least to give her thanks. 

Guard. Nor that neither; 

She must not take a notice of my blabbing. 

It is sufficient you shall give me thanks : for 
’Tis for my sake, if she be bountiful: 

She loves me, and loves you too for my sake. 

Cam. How shall I, knowing this, but be ingrate, 
Not to repay her with my dearest duty? 

Guard. Ay, but you must not know it; if you 
tell 

All that 1 open to you, yoifll shame us both : 
Afar off, you may kiss your hand, blush, or so. 
But ril allow no nearer conference. 

Cunn. Whoopi you’ll be jealous, I perceive now. 
Guard. Jealous ? 

Why, there is no true love without it, bird I 
I must be jealous of thee : But for her, 

(Were it within my duty to my master) 

I durst trust her with the strongest tempter. 

And I dare swear her now as pure a virgin 
As e’er was welcomed to a marriage-bed : 

If thoughts may be untainted, hers are so. 

Cunn. And where’s the cause of your fear then? 
Guard. Well, well; 

When things are past, and the wedding torches 
Lighted at matches, to kindle better fire, 

Then I’ll tell you more. 

Cunn. Come, come, I see further. 

That if we were married, you’d be jealous. 

Guard. I protest, I should a little, but not of 
her : 

Jt is the married woman, (if you mark it) 

And not the maid, that longs; the appetite 
Follows the first taste; when we have relished, 
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We wish cloying; the taste once pleased before, 
Then our desire is whetted on to more. 

But I reveal too much to you, ffaith, bird. 

Cum. Not a whit,’faith, bird, bctwixtyou andl; 
I am beholding for bettering of my knowledge. 
Guard. Nay, 

You shall know more of me, if you’ll be ruled; 
But make not things common. 

Cunn. Ud’ so, your lady! 

Guard. Ay, *tis no matter; she’ll like well of 
this; 

Our familiarity is her content. 

Enter Niece and Pompey. 

Niece. This present from Sir Gregory ? 

Pompey. From my master, the worshipful, right 
Sir Giegory Fop. 

Niece. A ruff? And what might be his high 
conceit 

In sending of a ruflf? 

Pompey. I think he had two conceits in it, for¬ 
sooth,^ to high, to low; ruff high, because as the 

* Th had two conceits in it^ forsooth, too high too low.] The 
Iplayiiig upou words here, I imagine to have been the conceit of 
fiome pool player. It we consider this passage it will be iouiid 
that, two conceits too high too low, is nothing but sound without 
vense, and that ihe poets probably wrote, 

- two conceits, t'one high, t'one foie.—Sympson. 

Sympson’s conceit seems the strangest of the whole.—Ed, 1778. 
The old teatiiiig is equally inexplicable with the present text 
{to high, to low] which I cannot understand ; and should there- 
iote be inclined to read— one high, one low. Sympson proposes 
to add the articles to the word one, which is very awkward and 
unnecessary .—A/ ason. 

Ihe text is vciy obscure; but, as I suspect it to have been a 
technicdl phrase at some game or trick of legerdemain, 1 have suf¬ 
fered it to stand as in the last edition. 
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ruff does embrace your neck all day, so does he 
desire to throw his knightly arras—— 

Niece. But then I leave him off a-nights. 

Pompey. Why, then he is ruff low, a ruffian; a 
bold adventurous errant to do any rough service 
for his lady. 

Niece. A witty and unhappy conceit !•-~Does^e 
mean [Tmard Cunningham. 

As he seems to say unto that reverence ? 

He does woo her; sure ! 

Pompey. To tell you truth, lady, his conceit was 
far better than I have blazed it yet. 

Niece. Do you think so, sir ? * 

Pompey. Nay, I know it, forsooth; for it was 
two days ere he compassed it, to find a fitting pre¬ 
sent for your ladyship; He was sending once a 
very fine puppy to you. . 

Niece. And that he would have brought himself. 

Pompey. So he would indeed; but then he al¬ 
tered his device, and sent this ruff, requesting 
withal, that whensoever it is foul, you (with your 
own hands) would bestow the starching of it. 

Niece, Else she wooes him: Now his eyes shoot 
this way.— Cunningham. 

And what was the reason for that, sir ? 

Pompey. There lies his main conceit, lady; “ For, 
says he, in so doing, she cannot chuse but in the 
starching to clap it often between her hands, and 
so she gives a great liking and applause to my 
present; whereas, if I should send a puppy, she 
ever calls it to her with histy hiss, hiss, which is a 


^ Awiityond unhappy con c«g] Unhappy often used for 
mischievous, wicked. So in Andromana, or 1 he Merchant s Wife*— 

“ Answer me not in words, but deeds, 

I know you always talk’d unkappilyP 
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fearful disgraceHe drew the device from a play’ 
at the Bull, t’other day. 

Mece. Ay, marry, sir, this was a rich conceit 
indeed. 

Pompey. And far-fetch’d, therefore good fur you, 
lady.— 

Guard. How now? which way look you, bird? 
Cunn, At the fool, bird ; 

Shall 1 not look at the fool ? 

Guard. At the fool, 

And I here? what need that ? pray look this way. 
Niece. I’ll lit him aptly ! Either I’ll awake 

♦ [Aside. 

His wits (if he have any) or force him to appear 
(As yet I cannot think him) wjihout any.— 
Siriah, tell me one thing tine, 

That 1 shall ask vou now: Was this device 
Your inastei’s own ? 1 doubt his wit in it,- 
He is not so ingenious. 

Pu.upey. His own, I assure you, madam. 

Niece. Nay, you muLt not lie. 

Pompey. Not with a lady ? I’d rather lie with 
you than lie with my master, by yo ;r leave, in 
such a case as this.— 

Guard. Yet again your eye? 

Cumi. The fool makes mirth, i’faith ; 

I would hear some. 

Guard. Come, you shall hear none but me. 
Niece, Come hither, friend nay, come neai er me' 
Did thy master send thee to me ? He may be wise, 
But did not shew it much in that; men sometimes 
May wrong themselves unawares, when they least 
think'^^t. 

f The device Jtom a And jot n^xt page he lolls Niece, 

who Mispected hisi m.^slei in point of wit and ingenuity, that it was 
/rally his (-sii' (ii^orj’s) own.— Sympson. 
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Was Vt.. < H\i ever so unwise to send Mars 

spokesman, when he went a-wooing? 
S' e? Iley-ho! a pretty rolling eye 1 
. ■ I can turn up the white and the black 
tuC'- 1 e-d be, forsooth. 

A X hy, here's an amorous nose! 

i/pL sec the worst of my nose, forsooth. 

' M \ check ! 

Hou ( eollhi pat it now in dalliance ! “ 

A pair of lip^" ’ Oh, that wc were uneyed ! 

I could siu k sugar from cm ; what a beard’s here! 
U hru niil the knight thy master have such a 
4amp 

O; nianiiond o.. his face ? Nay, do not blush. 

tif //^V• notiiiijg but my flesh aud blood 
Uiai rise so.— 

(^/f)UL ’Death, she courts the fool I 
(hhtrd. Awav, awa; ! ’tis sport; do not mind it. 
Kicce. (iivc me thy hand ; come, be familiar! 
Ay, here's a pioniising palm ! wuat a soft 
Handiul of jdcasure'i here! Here’s down com¬ 
pared 

With flocks and quilted straw; thy knight’s fin- 
gcis 

A* (can mattricc-rubbers to these feathers : 
i pi - Uiec le. me lean my cheek upon’t! 

IVhat a soft pillow’s here ’ 

Fompey. Hum, umh, hu, hum ! 

A'itce. W^hy, there’s a courage in that lively 
passion ! 


It is singular that Symp on did not suspect that the hiss, men¬ 
tioned above, was the device which he burrowed from a play at 
the Red Bull theatre, which was probably damned shortly before 
this comedy came out. The second device of the ruff was no doubt 
Sir Gregory's own production. 

* H(m I could put it now in dalliance.] Corrected by Syrapson. 
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Measure thee all over, there is not a limb 
But has his full proportion : It is my voice, 
There’s no compare betwixt the knight and thee; 
The goodlier roan by half! at once, now I 
See thee all over. 

Pompey, If you had seen me swim t’other day 
on my back, } ou would have said you had seen! 
’Fheie was two chambermaids that saw me, and my 
legs by chance weie tangled in tlie flags, and when 
they saw how I was hang’d, they ciicd out, “ Oh, 
help the man for fear he be drowned !” 

Nkce, They could not do less in pity. Come, 
thine arm 1 
We’ll walk together. 

Cum. Blindness of love and women! why, she 
dotes 
Upon the fool. 

Guard, What’s that to you ? mind her not. 
Cunn. Away, you bur! 

Guard. How’s that ? 

Cumi. Hang off, flesh-hook ! fasten thine itchy 
clasp 

On some diy toad-stool, that will kindle with thee, 
And burn together. 

Guard. Oh, abominable I 
Why, do you not love me ? 

Cunn. No; never did ! 

I took thee down a little way to enforce 
A vomit from my offended stomach ; now 
Thou ait up again, I loath thee hlthily. 

Guard. Oh, villain ! 

Cunn. Why, dost thou not see a sight 
Would make^a man abjure the sight of women ? 
Niece. H.V, ha, ha! he’s vex’d ! ha, ha, ha 1 
Fompey. Ha, ha, ha! 

Niece. Why dost thou laugh ? 
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Pompey. Because thou laughcst; nothing else, 
i’faith. 

Cum* She has but mocked my folly ! else she 
finds not 

The bosom of my purpose: Some other way 
Must make me know. I’ll try her; and may chance 
quit 

The fine dexterity of her lady-wit. [Exit. 

. Niece. Yes, in troth, I laugh’d to think of thy 
master now, 

What he would think if he knew this! 

Pompey. By my troth, I laugh at him too. ’Faith, 
sirrah,® he’s but a fool, to say the truth, though I 
say’t that should not say’t 

Niece. Yes, thou shouldst say truth, and I be¬ 
lieve thee. 

Well, for this time we’ll part: You perceive some¬ 
thing ; 

Our tongues betray our hearts, there is our weak¬ 
ness ; 

But pray be silent! 

Pompey. As mouse in cheese, or goose in 
i’faith. 

Niece, Look, we are cut off! there’s my hand 
where my lips would be. 

Pompey, I’ll wink, and think ’em thy lips. Fare¬ 
well I [Exit. 

Niece. Now, Guardianess, Lneed not ask where 
you have been. 

Guard. Oh, lady, never was woman so abused! 



^ Sirrah ] It has been before observed that this word was ap¬ 
plied to women as well as men. 
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Re-enter Pompey. 

Pmpey, Dost thou hear, lady sweetheart? I 
had foigot to tell thee; if you will, I will come 
back in the evening. 

Niece, By no means; come not till I send for 
you. 

Pompey. If there be any need, you may think 
of things when I am gone. I may be conveyed 
into your chamber; rll lie under the bed while 
midnight, or so; or you shall put me up in one of 
yoiii little boxes; I can creep in at a small hole. 

Niece. These are things I dare not venture: I 
charge you, 

On my love, never come till I send for you. 

Pompey. Verbum insipienii! ’Tis enough to the 
wise. Nor I think it is not fit the knight should 
know any thing yet. 

Niece. By no means! pray you go now; we arc 
suspected. 

Pompey. For the things that arc past, let us use 
our secrets. 

Niece. Now I will make a firm trial of your love ; 
As you love me, not a word more at this time, 
Not a syllable; Tis the seal of love; take heed! 

Pompey. Hum, hum, hum, hum ! 

[Exit humming “ Loth to depart.^"' 


* Pompey. Hun^ huml hum - 

Hv!f^ loth to (kpart.l The impiopuety of putting 
this passage into Pompey's mouth is evident upon the bare men* 
tion. To the Ni^e it unquestionably belongs, and we should 
wiite, 

Pompey. flum, hum^ hum^ hum. [Exit. 

Niece. He hums loth to depart.^Sympson. 
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Niece. So, this pleasant trouble’s gone. Now, 
Guardianess! 

What! your eyes easing your heart ? the cause, 
woman ? 

Guard. The cause is false man, madam! oh, lady! 
1 have been gulled in a shining carbuncle, 

A very glow-worm, that I thought had fire in’t. 
And ’tis as cold as icc. 

Niece. And justly served ; 

Wouldst thbu oncethink that such an erring spring* 
Would dote upon thine autumn ? 

Guard. Oh, had you heard 
Him but protest- 

Niece. I would not have believed him. 

Thou might’st have perceived how I mock’d thy 
folly, 

In wanton imitation with the fool. 

Go, weep the sin of thy credulity. 

Not of thy loss ! for it was never thine, 

And it is gain to miss it. Wert thou so dull? 

]Mr Gifford, whose edition •f Massinger is in general a pattern 
for all succeeding editors, observes on the present passage, that 
“ Loth to depart” was an ancient tune, and that the words allu* 
ded to in Sympson's note, are evidently a stage-direction, and as 
such they are now regulated. Indeed the oldest folio very fre¬ 
quently prints stage-directions in Roman types, and mingles them 
with the text. Mason had made the same proposition in his Com¬ 
ments. The tune is again mentioned in the Old Law by Massin¬ 
ger, Middleton, and Rowley, where Gnutho says—“ The old wo¬ 
man is loth to depart ; she never sung other tune in her life." 

• An erring spring.] So first folio; second, early ; and Seward 
caring. We have followed the oldest copy, not only as authorized, 
but as falling immediately in with the sense of the context, and 
being prefer able to earing^ which is a hard epithet in this place.— , 
Ed. 177«. 

Erring is tiie right reading, and means wandering, capricious, 
and unceitain; the other readings are fiat and uopoetical. Er- 
raticus in Latin has the same meaning. lago calls Othello an 
erring barbarian.—il/trson. 
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Nay, yet thou’rt stupid and uncapable. 

Why, thou wert but the bait to fish with, not 
The prey; the stale to catch another bird with. 

Guai'd, Indeed he call’d me bird. 

Nwce. Yet thou perceiv’st not; 

It is your niece he loves; wouldst thou be made 
A stalking jade? ’tis she, examine it.— 

I’ll hurry all awry,’ and tread my path [Apart. 
Over unbeaten ground, go level to the mark. 

But by circular bouts: Rare things are*pleasing; 
And rare’s but seldom in the simple sense, 

But has her emphasis with eminence. [Exit, 

Guard. My niece? she the rival of my abuse? 
My flesh and blood wrong me ? I’ll aunt her for’t! 

* Til hurry all awry, and tread my path 
Over vnhciiten grounds ; go level to the mark, 

Not by circulai bouts; rare things are phasing.'] Seward says, 
** If she hurrys all awt y, it is plain she must go to her mark as she 
really does, by cinnlar bouts, i. e. by seeming to aim at something 
else. I suppose the original to have been, 

Over unbeaten grounds go level to 

The mo) k, by circular bouts ; rare things are pleasing 

And Sympson changes not into hut. —There needs neither omission 
nor alteration. Seward misconstiues the text; and Synipson’s 
change of not into but directly contradicts the poet’s meaning. I>y 
hurrying awry, she only means leaving the common way, and to 
tread a path over unbeaten grounds, by which means she will^o 
LEVEL to the mark, not round about. Did Messrs Seward or 
Svmpson never amuse themselves in their younger days with the 
diversion of steeple-hunting ^ 'Tis the very thing.—Ed. 1778. 

The cditois, with the very laudable purpose of defending the 
text, have endeavoured to explain it; but they have by no means 
done it satisfactorily, and Sympson’s modificatiou of Seward's 
amendment must be adopted, otherwise the Niece says what is 
contrary to her intention. Mason says properly, if she did not 
go by circular bouts, but diicctly to her work, she could not hurry 
ail awry, or tread her path over unbeaten ground. By saying 
that she would go level to the mark, she means that she would 
have her object always in her aim." The corruption of but to not 
•ccurs several times in these plays. 
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Enter Mirabel. 

Oh, Opportunity, thou blessest me !— 

Now, gentlewoman ! are you parted so soon ? 
Where is your friend, I pray ? your Cunningham ? 
Mir. What say you, aunt ? 

Guard. Come, come, your Cunningham I 
I am not blind with age yet, nor deaf. 

Mir. [Aside.] Dumb I am sure yoifre not.— 
What ail you, aunt? 

Are you not well ? 

Guard. No, nor sick; nor mad, nor in my wits; 
nor sleeping, 

Nor waking ; nor nothing, nor any thing; 

I know not what I am, nor what I am not! 

Mir. Mercy cover us! what do you mean, aunt / 
Guard. I mean to be revenged. 

Mir. On whom ? 

Guard. On thee, baggage ! 

Mir. Revenge should follow injury, 

Which never reach’d so far as thought in me 
Towards you, aunt. 

Guard. Your cunning, minion, 

Nor your Cunningham, can either blind me ! 

The gentle beggar loves you. 

Mir. Beseech you, 

Let me stay your error! I begin to hear, 

And shake oif my amazement: If you think 
That ever any passage treating love 
Hath been betwixt us yet commenced ; any 
Silent eye-glance that might but sparkle lire. 

So much as brother and sister might meet with ; 
The lip-salute, so much as strangers miglit 
Take a farewell with ; the commixed hands ; 

Nay, but the least thought of the least of these, 
In troth you wrong your bosom ; by that truth 
Which I think yet you durst be bail for in me 
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If it were offer’d you, I am as free 
As all this protestation. 

Guard. May I believe this ? 

Mir. If ever you'll believe truth. Why, I 
thought 

He had spoke love to you; and if his heart 
Prompted his tongue, sure I did hear so much. 
Guard. Oh, falsest man! Ixion’s plague fell 
on me ! 

Never by woman, such a masculine cloud, 

So airy and so subtle, was embraced. 

Mir, By no cause in me, by my life, dear aunt. 
Guard. I believe you: Then help me in my re- 
ven«:e, 

CD ' 

And 3 mu shall do’t, or lose my love for ever: 

I’ll have him quitted at his equal weapon. 

Thou art young, follow him, bait his desires 
With all the engines of a woman’s wit, 

Stretch modesty even to the highest pitch; 

He cannot freeze at such a flaming beauty ; 

And when thou hast him by the amorous gills, 
Think on my vengeance, choak up his desires, 
Then let his banquetings be Tantalism. 

Let thy disdain spurn the dissembler out I 
Oh, I should climb the stars, and sit above. 

To see him burn to ashes in his love ! 

Mir. This will be a strange task,^ aunt, and an 
Unwilling labour; yet, in your injunction, 

I am a servant to’t. 

Guard. Thou’lt undertake’t ? 

Mir. Yes; let the success commend itself here¬ 
after ! 

Guard. Effect it, girl, my substance is thy store; 
Nothing but want of will makes woman poor. 

[Exeunt. 


* A strange taste.! Varied by Sympson, 
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SCENE III. 
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Enter Sir Greg.ory and Pompey. 

Greg. Why, Pompey, thou art not stark mad, 
art thou ? Wilt thou not tell me how my lady 
does ^ 

Pompey. Your lady ? 

Greg^ Did she receive the thing that I sent Iier 
kindly, or no ^ 

Pompey. The thing that you sent her, knight, 
by the thing that you sent, was, for the thing’s 
sake that was sent to carry the thing that you 
sent, very kindly received. First, there is your 
indenture; {'now go seek you a servant!) second- 
lyi you are a knight; thirdly and lastly, I am 
mine own man ; and, fourthly, fare you well I 

Greg. Why, Pompey! Pr’ythee let me speak 
with thee! I’ll lav my life some hare has crost 
him.* 


5 ril lay my life some hare has cross'd him.l A hare crossing 
the road before a person is considered u^ong the vulpr a bad 
omen to this day. It is mentioned, with other ill bodings, in 
Ford's Broken Heart; 

“ The dovhlers of a.hare, or, in a niornibg, 

Salutes from a splay-footed witch, to drop 
Three drops of mood at th' nose just, and no more, 

Croaking of ravens, or the screech of owls, 

Are nut so boding mischief, as thy crossing 
My private meditations." 

VOE. XI. 


W 
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Pompey, Knight, if you be a knight, so keep 
you : As for the lady, who shall say that she is 
not a fair lady ? a sweet lady, an honest and vir¬ 
tuous lady ? I will say he is a base fellow, a blab 
of his tongue, and I will make him eat these fin¬ 
gers’ ends. 

Greg. Why, here’s'nobody says so, Pompey. 

Pompey. w hatsoever things have past between 
the lady and the other party, whom I will not 
name at this time, I say she is virtuous and ho¬ 
nest, and I will maintain it, as long as I can main¬ 
tain myself with bread and water. 

Greg. Why, 1 know nobody thinks otherwise. 

Pompey. Any man that does but think it in my 
hearing, I will make him think on’t while he has 
a thought in his bosom ! Shall we say that kind¬ 
nesses from ladies are common ? or that favours 
and protestations are things of no moment be¬ 
twixt parties and parties ? I say still, whatsoever 
has been betwixt the lady and the party, which 1 
will not name, that she is honest, and sliall be 
honest, whatsoever she does by day or by night, 
by light or by darkness, with cut and long tail.^ 

Greg, Why, I say she is honest. 

Pompey. Is she honest ? In what sense do you 
say she is honest, knight ? 

Greg. If I could not find in my heart to throw 
my dagger at thy head, hilts and all, I’m an ass, 
and no gentleman! 

Pompey, Throw ypur dagger at me? do not, 


^ Cut and hng tiUl.] According to the forest laws, the dog of 
a man, who had no right to the privilege >of chase, was obliged to 
cut, or law his dog, amongst other modes of disabling him, by de¬ 
priving him of bis tail. A dog so cut was called a cut, or curt-tail, 
and by contraction cur. Cut and long tail, therefore, signify the 
dog of a clown, aod the dog of a gentleman, 

7 
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knight! I give you fair warning, ^tis but cast 
away if you do; for you shall have no other 
words of me: The lady is an honest lady, what¬ 
soever reports may go of sports and toys, and 
thoughts, and words, and deeds, betwixt her and 
the party which I will not name. This I give 
you to understand, .that another man may have 
as good an eye, as amorous a nose, as fair | 
stampt beard, and be as proper a man, as a knight 
(I name no parties); a servingman may be as 
good as a sir, a Pompey as a Gregory, a Doodle 
as a Fop: So, servingman Pompey Doodle may 
be respected as well with ladies (though I name 
no parties) as Sir Gregory Fop. So, farewell! 

[Exit. 

Greg. If the fellow be not out of his wits, then 
will I never have any more wit while I live! 
either the sight of the lady has gaster’d him, ’ or 
else he’s drunk; or else he walks in his sleep, or 
else he’s a fool, or a knave, or both; one of the. 
three I’m sure ’tis. Yet, now I think on*t, she has 
not used me so kindly as her uncle promised me 
she should: But that’s all one; he says I shall 

j ^ave her, and I dare take his word for the best 
lorse I have, and that’s a weightier thing than a 
lady, I’m sure on’t. [Exit, 

’ Gaster^d,“\ i. ^.frightened. 

And when he saw my best‘alarnied spirits 

Bold in the quarrel's right, roused to the encounter, 

Or whether gasted by the noise I made,, 

But suddenly he M.-^King Lear, att U. scene i, — Bjud. 
Perhaps gastered means corrupted, seduced, which is one of t 
the senses of the French verb gater. This meaning suits the con^ 
text much better than that in which gusted is used by Shahspeare. 
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SCENE IV. 


On the Outskirts of the City, 


Enter Lady Ruinous (as a Man) Wittypate, Sir 
Ruinous, Puiscian, and Master Credulous, 
binding and robbing her^ and in scarfs,^ Cre¬ 
dulous Jinds the Bag, 

f 

L, Ruin, Nay, I am your own; ’tis in your 
pleasure 

How you will deal with me: Yeti would entreat, 
You will not make that which is bad enough 
Worse than it need be, by a second ill, 

When it can render you no second profit! 

If it be coin you seek, you have your prey, 

All my store I vow (and it weighs a hundred); 
My life, or any hurt you give my body, 

Can enrich you no mote. 

JVifty, You may pursue. 

Z. Ruin. As I am a gentleman, I never wi}l! 
Witty, Only we’ll bind you to quiet behaviour 
Till you call out for bail, and on the other 
Side of the hOge leave you; But keep the peace 
Till we be out of hearing! for by that 
We shall be out of danger: If we come back, 
We come with a mischief! 

Z. Ruin, You need not fear me. 


* In scarfs."] I suppose in long mantles to disguise themselves. 
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Pris, Come, we’ll bestow you then. 

[Exeunt Ruinous, Priscian, and Lady 
Ruinous. 

Witty, Why, la you, sir, is not this a swifter 
revenue 

Than Sic prohos^ ergos^ et igiturs, can bring in ? 
Why, is not this one of your sy llogisms 
In Barbara, Omne utile est honestum ? 

Cred. Well, sir, a little more of this acquaintance 
Will make me know you fully : I protest 
You have ^ (at first sight) made me conscious 
Of such a deed my dreams ne’er prompted. Yet 
I could almost have wish’d rather ye had robb’d 
Me of my cloak, (for my purse, ’tis a scholar’s,) 
Than to have made me a robber. 

I had rather have answer’d three difficult questions 
Than this one, as easy as yet it seems. 

Witty, Tush ! you shall never come to further 
• answer for’t. 

Can you confess your penurious uncle, 

In Ills full face of love, to be so strict 
A niggard to your commons, that you are fain 
To size your belly out with shoulder fees, 

With rumps and kidnies, and cues of single beer,* 
And yet make dainty to feed more daintily,* 

At this easier rate ? Fy, Master Credulous! 

I blush for you. 


^ You havCf ^c.] This, and the four next lines, are given tp 
Witt^'pate in the old folio. The present regulation is from the se* 
cond, and this is a strong confirmation of the supposition that the 
latter copy was not varied ftom the former without authority. 

* — cues of single beer,"] i. e. dregs. The derivation b self-evi¬ 
dent. ^ 

* And yet make daymy to feed more d(dntHy,'\ The first folio 
reads daynty ; for want of consulting that edition (we suppose) 
Sympson is greatly puzzled what to do with daymy, —£d. 1778* 



310 


WIT AT SEVERAL [Act II. 


Cred. This is a truth undeniable. 

Witty. Why, go to then! I hope I know your 
uncle: 

How does he use his son, nearer than you ? 

Cred. Taith, like his jade, upon the bare com¬ 
mons 

Turn’d out to pick his living as he can get it: 

He would have been glad to have shared in such 
A purchase, ^ and thank’d his good fortune too. 

Enter Ruinous and Priscian. 

But mum, no more !—Is all safe, bullies ? 

Ruin. Secure; 

The gentleman thinks him most happy in his loss, 
With his life and limbs safe, and redoubles 
His first vow, as he is a gentleman, 

Never to pursue us. 

Witty. Well; away then ! 

Disperse ! you with Master Credulous, who still 
Shall bear the purchase; Priscian and I 
Will take some other course: You know our 
meeting 

At the Three Cups in St Giles with this proviso, 
(For ’tis a law with us) that nothing be opened 
Till all be present: The loser says a hundred, 
And it can weigh no less. 


3 _ purchase."] Property acquired illegally. 

* Jt the Three Cups in St Giles*.] This tavern is enumerated, 
with many others, in a black-letter ballad, called London’s Ordi¬ 
nary, or Every Man in his Humour (Evans’s Ballads, 1810, 
I. 166 ) ^ 

The goldsmiths to the Three CupSf 
Their money -they count as dross, 

Your 'puritan to the pewter-can, 

And your papists to the cross.” 
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Jluift. Come, sir, we’ll be your guide, 

Cred My honesty, which till now was never 
forfeited, 

All shall be close till our meeting f 

« [£jpif with Ruinous. 

Witty, Tush, I believe it ; 7 -and then all shall out. 
Where is the thief that’s robb’d ? 

Enter Lady Ruinous. 

Z. Euiii, Here^ Master Oldcraft. 

All follows now. 

Witty. *Twas neatly done, wench. Now to turn 
that bag 

Of counterfeits to current pieces, et actum est! 

Z. Ruin. You are the chemist; we’ll blow the 
dre still. 

If you can mingle the ingredients. 

tVitty. I will not miss a cause, * a quantity, a 
dram. 

You know the place. 

Pris, I have told her that, sir. 

Witty. Good! Turn Ruinous to be a constable, 
(I’m sure we want not beards of all sorts, from 
The worshipful magistrate to the under watchman) 
Because we must have no danger of life. 

But a cleanly cheat; attach Credulous: 

The cause is plain, the theft found about him; 
Then fall I in, in his own cousin’s shape, 

By mere accident, where, finding him distress’d, 


’ I mil not mm a cause, a quantity, a dram.'\ Seward pro¬ 
poses a very strange and very learned amendment, where none is 
wanting. A cause, and quantity^ are surdy more chemical terms 
than quart and quint.—a. 

The ludicrous chemical amendment of Seward is— 

A cart [i. e« a a dram. 
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I with some difficulty must fetch him off, 

With promise that his uncle shall shut up all, 
With double restitution : Master constable 
Ruinous his mouth shall be stopt; 

You, Mistress Rob-thief, shall have your share of 
What we can gull my father of. Is’t plain enough ? 
X. Ruin, As plain a cozenage as can be, Taith. 
Witty. Father, 1 come again, and again! When 
this is 

Past too, father, one will beget another. 

I’d be loth to leave your posterity barren: 

You were best to come to composition, father: 
Two hundred pieces yearly allow me yet, 

It will be cheaper, father, than niy wit; 

For I will cheat none but you, dear father. 

\ExemU 


ACT III. SCENE I. 


Before Oldcraft’s House, 


• Enter Oldcraft and Gregory. 

Oldc. Why, now you take the course, Sir Gre¬ 
gory Fop; 

I could enforce her, an I list; but love 
That’s gently won is a man’s own for ever. 

Have you prepared good music ? 
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Grtg, As fine a noise, ^ uncle, 

As heart can wish. 

Oldc. Why, that^s done like a suitor ! 

They must be woo’d an hundred several ways, 
Before you obtain the right way in a woman : 
Tis an odd creature, full of creeks and windings, 
The serpent has not more; for she has all his, 
And then her own beside came in by her mother. 
Greg, A fearful portion for a man to venture on! 
Oldc, But the way found once by the wits of 
men, 

There is no creature lies so tame again. 

Greg, I promise you, not a house-rabbit, sir. 
Oldc, No sucker on ’em all. ’ 

Greg, What a thing’s that ? 

They are pretty fools, I warrant, \vheii they’re 
tame, 

As a man can lay his lips to. 

Oldc, How were you bred, sir ? 

Did you never make a fool of a tenant’s daughter? 
Greg, Never, i’faith; they ha’ made some fools 
for me, 

And brought ’em many a time under their aprons, 
Oldc, They could not shew you the way plain- 
lier, I think. 


* As jim a noise.] Tt is plain from this passage, and Ben Jon- 
son's Silent Woman, that noise was formerly used to express a 
concert of music. Many of our old authors will afford instances 
of this: among the rest, in the second part oi Henry IV. act ii. 
scene iv. one of tlie Drawers says, “ See if thou canst find out 
Sneak^ noise ; mistress Tearsheet would fain hear some music ,— 
Ed. 1778. 

^ Greg. / promise you^ not a house-rabbit, sir, 

Oldc, No sucker on 'em all.] In the first part of Henry IV. 
Ealstaff says, “ Hang me up by the heels for a rabbit sucker r 
-which Dr JohnsOtt a, suckiTig-rabbit; and Mr Stee- 

vens furnishes. s^Vwal instances in support of that explanation.— 
Ed. 1778. 
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To make a fool a^^ain. 

Greg. There’s fools enough} sir, 

^Less they were wiser. 

Ohio. This is wond’rous rare! 

Come you to London with a maidenhead, knight? 
A gentleman of your lank ride with a cloak-bag^ 
Never an hostess by the way to leave it with ? 
Nor tapster’s sister? nor head-ostler’s wife? 
What, nobody ? 

Greg. Well mock’d, old wit-monger! 

I keep it for your Niece. 

Oldc* Do not say so, for shame I she’ll laugh at 
thee: 

A wife ne’er looks for’t; ’tis a bachelor’s penny; 
He may give’t to a beggar-wench, i’ th’ progress 
time. 

And ne’er be call’d to account for’t. [Exit, 

Greg. ’Would 1 had known so much! 

I could ha’ stopt a beggar’s mouth by the way, 
That rail’d upon me ’cause I’d give her nothing. 

Enter Page and Fiddlers Boy, 

What, are they come ? 

Page, And placed directly, sir, 

Under her window. 

Greg, What may I call you, gentleman ? 

Boy, A poor servant to the viol; I’m the voice, 
sir. 

Greg, In good time, Master Voice ! 

Boy. Indeed, good time does get the mastery. 
Greg. What countryman. Master Voice? 

Boy. Sir, born at Ely ; we all set up in e/tf, 

Bpt our house commonly breaks in Rutlandshire. 
Greg, A shrewd place by my faith! it may well 
break your voice ; 
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It breaks many a man’s back. Come, set to your 
business. \^Music. 

Song by the Boy. 

t 

Fain •mould I wake you, meet, but fear 
J should invite you to worse cheer ; 

In your dreams you cannot fare 
Meaner than music ; no compare ! 

None of your slumbers are compiled 
Under the pleasure makes a child; 

Your day-delights, so well compact. 

That what you think turns all to act: 

Td wish my life no better play^ 

Your dream by night, your thought by day. 
Wake, gently wake. 

Part softly from your dreams ! 

The morning flies, 

To your fair eyes. 

To take her special beams, 

Greg, I hear her up. Here, Master Voice, 
Pay you the instruments; save what you can, 

To keep you when you’re crack’d. [Exit Boy. 

Enter Niece at a window. 

Niece. Who should this be, 

That I’m so much beholding to for sweetness ? 
Pr^ Heaven, it happens right! 

Greg. Good morrow, mistress! 

Niece. An ill day, and a thousand, come upon 
thee 1 

Greg, ’Light! that’s six hundred more than 
any almanack has! 

Niece, Comes it from thee ? it is the mangiest 
music 
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That ever woman heard. 

Greg. Nay, say not so, lady ! 

There’s not an itch about ’em. 

Niece. 1 could curse 

Afy attentive powers, for giving entrance to’t! 
There is no boldness like the impudence 
That’s lock’d in a fool’s blood! How durst you do 
this ? 

In conscience I abused you as sufficiently 
As woman could a man; insatiate coxcomb ! 

The mocks and spsteful language I have given thee 
Would o’ my life ha’ seived ten reasonable meu, 
And vise contented too, and left enough for their 
friends 

Thou glutton at abuses, never satisfied ? 

I am persuaded thou devour’st more flouts 
Than all thy body’s worth; and still a-hungred; 
A mischief of that maw! pr’ythee seek elsewhere; 
In troth I am weary of abusing thee: 

Get thee a fresh mistress, thou’lt make work 
enough. 

1 do not think there’s scorn enough in town 
To serve thy turn; take the court-ladies in, 

And all their women to ’em, that exceed ’em ! 
Greg. Is this in earnest, lady ? 

Niece. Oh, unsatiable! 

Dost thou count all this but an earnest yet ? 

I’d thought I’d paid thee all the whole sum 1 trust 
me, 

Thou’lt beggar my derision utterly; 

If thou stay’st Ipnger, I shall want a laugh; 

If I knew where to borrow a contempt 
Would hold thee tack, stay and be bang’d thou 
should’st then: 

But thou’st no conscience, now to extort hate 
from me, 

When one has spent all she can make upon thee : 
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Must I begin to pay thee hire again, 

After I have rid thee twice ? ’faith, *tis unrea¬ 
sonable ! 

Greg. Say you so ? I’ll know that presently. 

[E.viL 

Niece. N6w he runs 

To fetch my uncle to this musty bargain ; 

But I have better ware always at hand. 

And lay by this still, when he comes to cheapen. 

Enter Cunningham. 

Cunn. I met the music now; yet cannot learn 
What entertainment he received from her. 

Niece, There’s somebody set already; * I must 
to’t, I see.— 

Well, well, Sir Gregory ! 

Cunn Ha! Sir Gregory ! 

Niece. Where’er you come, you may well boast 
your conquest. 

Cunn. She’s lost, i’faith ! enough ! has Fortune 
then 

Remember’d her great boy ? she seldom fails ’em. 
Niece. He was the unlikeliest man at first me- 
thought, 

To have my love ! we never met but wrangled. 

Cunn. A pox upon that wrangling, say I still! 

I never knew it fail yet, where’er it came; 

It never comes, but, like a storm of hail, 

*Tis sure to bring fine weather at the tail on’t; 
There’s not one match ’niongst twenty made with* 
out it; 


« There's somebody set ;] i. c, Postedt stationed. We should not 
have thought Jin ^planation aecjssar), had not the passage been 
quite uninteil}|jt|ble to SympsoQ, who proposes reyEtdingor 
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It fights i’ th’ tongue, hut’s sure to agree i’ th’ 
haunches. 

Niece. That man that should ha’ told me, when 
time was, 

1 should ha* had him, had been laugh’d at pite¬ 
ously ! 

But see how things will change! 

Cunn. Here's a heart feels it! 

Oh, the deceitful promises of love! 

What trust should a man put i’ th’ lip of woman? 

She kiss’d me with that strength, as if she had 
meant 

To ha’ set the fair print of her soul upon me. 

Niece. I would ha’ sworn ’twould ne’er ha’ been 
a match once. 

Cunn. I’ll hear no more; I’m mad to hear so 
much I 

Why should 1 aim my thoughts at better fortunes 

Than younger brothers have? that’s a maid with 
nothing. 

Or some old soap-boiler’s widow, without teeth: 

There waits my fortune for me; seek no further! 

\ExiL 


Enter Oldcraft and Sir Gregory. 

OMc. You tell me things, Sir Gregory, that 
cannot be. 

She will not, nor she dare not. 

Greg. ’Would I were whipt then ! 

Niece. I’ll make as little show of love, Sir Gre¬ 
gory. 

As ever woman did; you shall not know 

You have my heart a good while. 

Pldc. Heard you that ? 

Niece. Man will insult so soon; ’tis his con¬ 
dition ; 
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Scene L] 




’Tis good to keep him ofF as long as we can: 

Tvc much ado, 1 swear; and love V th’ end 
Will have his course: Let maids do what they can. 
They are but frail things till they end in man. 
Oldc. What say you to this, sir? 

Greg, This is somewhat handsome. 

Niece, And by that little wrangling that I feign’d, 
Now I shall try how constant his love is, 
Although’t went sore against my heart to chide 
him. 

Greg. Alas, poor gentlewoman! 

Oldc, Now you’re sure of truth; 

You hear her own thoughts speak. 

Greg, They speak indeed. 

Oldc. Go, you’re a brainless cox,® a toy, a Fop; 
ril go no further than your name, Sir Gregory, 
I’ll right myself there. Were you from this place, 
You should perceive I’m heartily angry with you! 
Offer to sow strife ’twixt my Niece and 1 ?— 
Good-morrow, Niece, good-morrow! 

Niece. Many fair ones to you, sir ! 

Oldc. Go! you re a coxcomb.—How dost, Niece, 
this morning ?— 

An idle shallow fool I—Slep’dst thou well, girl ?— 
Fortune may very well provide thee lordships, 
For Honesty has left thee little manners. 

Greg. How am I bang’d o’ both sides! 

Oldc. Abuse kindness ?— 

Wilt take the air to-day, Niece?* 


9 Cox.] Not coax, as the modern ediilona read. Cotgrave ex* 
plains benetf “ A simple, plain, doltish fellow, a noddipeake, a nin- 
ny-hamer, a pea-goose, a coxe^ a sillie companion." 

* Wilt take the air to-day^ Niece f 

Niece. There stands the heir behind ym I must take^ 
Which Fd hs Ueve take as take Afm, I swear.} The Niece 
i^uibbles upon th# words air and heirt connected with the woid 
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Niece. When you please, sir. 

There stands the heir behind you I must take— 
Which I’d as lieve take as take him, I swear. 

[Apart, 

Oldc. La’ you! do you hear’t continued to your 
teeth now? 

A .pox of all such Gregories! what a hand 
Have I with you ! [Niece lets fall her scarf, 

Greg. No more! i’feck, I ha’ done, sir.— 

Lady, your scarf’s fallen down. 

Niece. *Tis but your luck, sir, 

And does presage the mistress must fall shortly; 
You may wear it, an you please. 

Oldc. There’s a trick for vou ! 

•/ 

You’re parlously beloved; you should complain! 

Greg. Yes, when I complain, sir, 

Then do your worst; there I’ll deceive you, sir. 
Oldc. You are a dolt, and so I leave you, sir. 

[Eiit, 

Greg. Ah, sirrah, mistress, were you caught, 
i’faith ? 

We overheard you all; “ I must not know 
I have your hearttake heed o’ that, I pray! 

I knew some scarf would come. 

Niece, [Aside,] He’s quite gone, sure ?— 

Ah, you base coxcomb, couldst thou come agahi, 
And so abused as thou wast r 
Greg, How! 

Niece, It would ha’ kill’d 
A sensible man; he would ha* gone to his chamber 
And broke his heart, by this time. 

Greg, Thank you heartily ! 

Niece, Or,fix’d a naked rapier in a wall, 

behind. Shi means she would prefer the air behind him, to the 
hir bchindjifun.—Meson. 
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Like him that earn’d his knighthood ere he had it, 
And then refused upon’t ran up to th’ hilts. 

Greg. Yes, let him run for me! I was never 
brought up to’t, 

I never profess’d running i’ my life. 

Niece. What art thou made on, thou tough vil¬ 
lainous vermin ? 

Will nothing destroy thee ? 

Greg. Yes, yes, assure yourself 
Unkind words may do much. 

Niece. Why, dost thou want ’em ? 

I’ve e’en consumed my spleen to help thee to ’em: 
Tell me what sort of words they be would speed 
thee, 

I’ll see what I can do yet. 

Greg. I’m much beholding to you. 

You’re willing to bestow huge pains upon me# 
Niece. I should account nothing too much to 
rid thee. 

Greg. I wonder you’d not offer to destroy me, 
All the while your uncle was here. 

Niece. Why, there thou 

Betray’st thy house; we of the Oldcrafts were 
Born to more wit than so. 

Greg. I wear your favour here. 

Niece. ’Would it might rot thy arm off! If thou 
knew’st 

With what contempt thou hast it, what heart’s 
bitterness. 

How many cunning curses came along with’t, 
Thou’dst quake to handle it. 

Greg. A pox, take’t again then I 
Who’d be thus plagued of all hands ? 

Niece. No, wear’t still; 

But long, I hope, thou shalt not; ’tis but cast 
Upon thee purposely to serve another, 

VOL. xr. X 
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That has more right to’t; as in some countries 
they convey 

Their treasure upon asses to their friends : 

If mine be but so wise and apprehensive 
As my opinion gives him to my heart, ' 

It stays not long on thy desertless arm. 

I’ll make thee, ere I ha' done, not dare to wear 
Any thing of mine, although I give’t thee freely. 
Kiss it you may, and make what show you can, 
But sure you carry’t to a worthier man ! 

And so good-morrow to you ! [Eu'U. 

Greff. Hu hum, ha hum ! 

I ha’n’t the spirit now to dash my brains out. 
Nor the audacity to kill myself, 

But I could cry my heart out; that’s as good, 
For so’t be out, no matter which way’t comes. 

If I can die with a fillip, or depart 
At hot-cockles, what is that to any man ? 

If there be so much death, that serves my turn 
there. 

Every one knows the state of his own body; 

No carrion kills a kite, but then again 
There’s cheese will choak a daw. Time I were 
dead i’faith, 

If I knew wlfcli way, without hurt or danger. 

I am a maiden-knight, and cannot look 
Upon a naked weapon with any modesty. 

Else ’twould go hard with me ; and to complain 
To Sir Peilidious the old knight again, 

Were to be more abused; Pei haps he would beat 
me well, 

But ne’er believe me, 

And few men die o’ beating; that were lost too. 
Enter Cunningham. 

Oh, here’s my friend! I’ll make my moan to him. 
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Cunn^ I cannot tear her memory from my heart, 
That treads mine down ! Was ever man so fool’d 
That profess’d w it ? 

Greg. Oh, Cunningham! 

Cunn. Sir Gregory ! 

The cln)ice, tiie victor, the town’s happy man! 
Grtg, ’Snigs, what dost mean? come I to thee 
for comfort, 

And dost abuse me too ? 

Cunn. Aliuseyou? how, sir? 

With justitying your fortune and your joys ? 
Greg. Pray hold your hand, sir! I’ve been bobbM 
enough : 

You come with a new way now, strike me merrily; 
But when a man’s sore beaten o’ both sides already, 
Then the least tap in jest goes to the guts on him. 
Wilt ha’ tlie truth? I’m made the rankest ass 
That e’er was born to lordships! 

Cunn. What ? no, sir ! 

Greg. I had not thought my body could a’ 
yielded 

All those foul scurvy names that she has call’d me; 
I wonder whence she fetch’d ’em. 

Cunn. Is this credible r 

Greg. She pinn’d this scarf upon me,^ afore her 
uncle; 

But, his back turn’d, she cursed me so for wearing 
on’t, 


3 ^hc piiin'd this scarf upon me.'^ This is a manifest untruth, for 
she never. was emt of her chamber from the time of Sir Gregory’s 
serenading her to ihe dropping of her s''arf. What should hinder 
us then irom reading, to salve the veracity of the knight, 

“ She palm’d this %carf upon me.” —Sympson. 

Why so minute ? why not admit pim'd metaphorically for fas~ 
tened ? —Ed. 1778,^ 

To pin a favour, or kindness, upon any one, is to fix it on him, 
even in spite of biiaself, and the phrase is still common. 

12 
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The very brawn of mine arm has ach’d ever since; 
Yet in a manner foiced me to wear’t still, 

But lioj)ed J should not long : If good luck serve, 
I should meet one that ha^ mote wit and worth 
Should take it frojn me ; ’twas but lent to me, 
And sent to him for a token. 

Cuun. I conceit it! J know the man 
That lies in wait for’t: Part with’t, by all means, 
In any case ! }ou are wa^-laid about it. 

Greii. How, sir! way-laid.? 

Cumi. Pox of a scarf, say 11 
I piize my friend’s life ’hove a million of’em : 
You shall he luled, sir; 1 know more than you. 
Greg, If you know more than I, let me be rid 
on’t I 

’Las, ’tis not for my wearing; so she told me. 
Cunn. No, no, give me’t; the knave shall miss 
his purpose, 

And you shall live. 

Greo,. I would as long as 1 could, sir. 

Cuwi. No more replies I you shall; I’ll prevent 
this: 

Pompey shall march without it. 

Chxg, What, is’t he ? 

My man that was? 

Ctimi. Call him your deadly enemy ! 

You gi\ e him too lair a name, you deal too nobly; 
He bcais a bloody mind, a cruel foe, sir; 

I care not if he heard me. 

Greg. Put, do you hear, sir ? 

Can It sound with reason she should affect him? 
Cunn, Do you talk of reason ? 1 ne’er thought 
to have heard 

Such a word come from you : Reason in love ? 
Would you give that no doctor could e’er give ? 
Has not a deputy married his cook-maid ? 



S6ENE I] WEAPONS. 325 

An alderman’s widow, one that was her turn- 
broach ? 

Nay, has not a great lady brought her stable 
Into her chamber ? lay with her horse-keeper ? 
Greg Did ever love play such jade’s tricks, sir? 
Cuniu Oh, thousands, thousands. 

Beware a sturdy clown, e'er while you live, sir: 
’Tis like a housewifry in most shires about us : 
You shall ha’ farmers’ widows wed thin gentlemen 
Much like yourself, but put 'em to no stress; 
What work can they do, with small trap-stick legs? 
They keep clowns to stop gaps and drive in pegs, 
A drudgery fit for hinds. L'eii back again, sir ! 
You’re safest at returning. 

Greg, Think you so, sir ? 

Cunn. But how came this clown to be call’d 
Pompey first ? 

Greg, Pish! one goodman Cjesar, a pump-ma¬ 
ker, kersen’d him ; ^ 

Pompey he writes himself, but liis right name’s 
Pumpey, 

And stunk too when I had him; now he’s crank.^ 
Cunn, I’m glad I know so much to quell his 
pride, sir. 

Walk you still that way; I’ll make use of this 
To resolve all my doubts, and place this favour 
On some new mistress, only for a try; 

And if it meet my thoughts, I’ll swear ’tis I. 

Greg, Is Pompey grown so malapert, so fram- 
pel?^' 

^ JCeric/i'J.] A vulgar corruption of christened. See The 
Coxcomb, voi, IX. p. 97- 

^ Nam Ms cr^nk.] This line will be understood by Cotgrave^s 
definition of rscoquillCf—** LusCie, cranke, peart, in comparison of 
that he was.*' 

‘ Frampel] la the Merry Wives of Windsor, Mrs Quickly says 
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The only cutter about ladies honours, ^ 

And his blade soonest out ? 

Hititer Oldcraft. 

Oldc, Now, what’s the news, sir ? 

Greg. [Aside.] I dare not say but good:—Ob, 
excellent good, sir! 

Oldc. I hope now you’re resolved ® she loves 
you, knight? 

of Mrs Ford, that “ She loads a very Jrampold life” with her hus¬ 
band ; and Dr Johnson says that the woid occurs in llacket^s 
Life ot William*, ami theie signifies a pcevuh troublesomeJctlow. 
Mr Steevens adds tho following nolo : 

In the Roaiing GnI, a comedy, l6n, I meet with a word, 
which, though diffciently spelt, appears to be the same : 

Lax. Coachman. 

Coach. Anon, sir! 

Lax. Aic we fitted with good phrampell 

Ray, among his south and east country words, says, that fiam- 
paid, or jiampajd, signifies fietjul, pteiish, iross, frowaid. As 
frouard, ho adds, comes from from, so may frampard. 

Nash, in his Praise of the Ri d Herring, 15.99, spe iking of Lean- 
der, savs, * The churlish ftampold waves gave him his belly full 
of fish-broth.' 

So in the Inner Temple Masque, by Middleton, 1()19 • ‘ ’Tis 
sojrampolt, the Piintans will never yield to it.' So lu the IJlind 
Beggar of Bethnall-Green, by John Day: ‘ I think the fellow's 
Jrampell, &.C.' Again, in Ben Jonson’s Tale ot a Tub— 

“ I pray thee grow not ft ampul now."—Ed. 1778* 

’ The only cutter about ladies' honours. 

And his blade soonest out **] I'he plain allusion of this needs 
no explanation; but it should be lemembered that Sir G regory also 
icfeis to the old meaning ot the woid cutler, a swaggering fellow, 
a blood. Hence the title of Cowley’s play, The Cutter ot Cole- 
iiiaii-street, 

• Resolved.^ i. c. cominced. So in The Lady's Trial by Ford— 

** — we have resolved him ; ' 

. He is descended from Panlagruel 

Of famous memory by the father’s 
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Greg. Cuds me, what else, sir ? that’s not to do 
now. 

Oldc. You would not think how desperately you 
angel’d me, 

When you belied her goodness : Oh, you vex’d me 
Even to a palsey. 

Greg. What a thing was that, sir ! 

Enter Niece. 


Niece. ’Tis, that ’tis, [Aside. 

As I have hope of sweetness, the scarf’s gone 1 
Woithy wise friend, I dote upon thy cunning: 

two sliall be well match’d ; our issue male sure 
Will be bom counsellors. Is’t possible ? 

Thou shalt have another token out of hand for’t; 
Nay, since the way’s found, pity thou shouldst 

want, i’faith.-- 

Oh, my best joy and dearest! 

Oldc. Well said, Niece ! 

So violent ’fore your uncle ? What will you do 
In secret then ! 

Ch'eg. Marry, call me slave and rascal. 

Niece. Your scarf—the scarf I gave you- 

Oldc. ‘Mass, that’s true, Niece ! 

I ne’er thought upon that:—The scarf she gave 
you, sir! 

What, dumb ? no answer from you ? the scarf! 
Greg, 1 was way-laid about it, my life threa¬ 
ten’d ; 

Life’s life, scarf’s but a scarf, and so I parted 
from’t. 

Niece, Unfortunate wom'an! my first favour too? 
Oldc, Will you be still an ass? no reconcilement 
’Twixt you and Wit? Are you so far fallen out, 
You’ll never come together? I tell you true, 

I’m very lowly ashamed on you; 
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That’s the worst shame that can be.— 

Thus baiting on him, now his heart’s book’d in, 

\As%d6* 

I’ll make him, ere I ha’ done, take her with no¬ 
thing. 

I love a man that lives by his wits, a’-life! 

Nay, leave, sweet Niece; ’tis buta scarf; let it go! 
Niece. The going of it never grieves me, sir; 

It is the manner, the manner- 

Greg. Oh, dissembling marmaset! If I durst 
speak, 

Or could be believed when I speak, what a tale 
Could I tell, to make hair stand upright now ! 
Niece. Nay, sir, at your request you shall per¬ 
ceive. uncle, 

With what renewing love I forgive this:— 

Here’s a fair diamond, sir; I’ll try how long 
You can keep that. 

Greg. Not very long; you know’t too. 

Like a cunning witch as you are! 

Niece. You’re best let him ha’ that too. 

Greg. So 1 were, 1 think; there were no living 
else, 

I thank you, as you have handled the matter. 
Oldc. Why, this is musical now, and Tuesday 
next 

Shall tune your instruments; that’s the day set. 
Niece. A match, good uncle ! 

Oldc. Sir, you hear me too? 

Greg. Oh, very well; I’m for you. 

Niece. Whate’er you hear, you know my mind ! 

[Exeunt Oldcuafi and Niece. 
Greg. Ay, a pox on’t,'too well I If I do not won¬ 
der how we two shall come together, I’m a bear- 

^ I l&ce a man that lives by his Viits a'-life.! The last editors 
read as hje ; but the old text, waathe phraseology oCthe time. 

6 
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whelp. He talks of Tuesday next, as familiarly 
as if we loved one another; but 'tis as unlikely 
to me, as ’twas seven year before I saw her. I 
shall try his cunning; it may be, he has a way 
was never yet thought on, and it had need to be 
such a one; for all that I can think on will never 
do’t. I look to have this diamond taken from me 
very speedily; theiefoie I’ll take it off o’ my fin- 
eer, for, if it be seen, I shall be way-laid for that 
too. Iflxit 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 


A Room m Oldcraft’s House^ 


Enter Oldcraft and Wittvpate. 

Oldc. Oh, torture, torture! Thou carry’st a sting 
i’ thy tail 1 

Thou never brought’st good news i’ thy life yet; 
And that’s an ill quality, leave it when thou wilt. 
Witty, Why, you receive a blessing the wrong 
way, sir. 

Call you not tins good news, to save at once, sir, 
Your credit and your kinsman’s life together ? 
Would it not vex yoqr peace, and gall your worth, 
To have one^pf your name bang’d ? 
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Oldc, Peace; no such woids, boy * 

Witty. Be thankful foi the blessings of preven¬ 
tion then. 

0/dc. Let me see ! 

Theie was none hang’d out of oui house since 
Biute; 

I ha’ seaich’d both Stow and Ilollinshed. 

Witty. Oh, sii * 

Oldc. ni see what Polych ion icon says anon too. * 
Jl'itty. ’Twasa miiaculous foitune that I heaid 
on’t! 

Oldc. I would thou’dst never heaid on’t! 

Witty. Tlidt’s tiue too, 

So it had ne’ei been done. To see the luck on’t! 
He was even biought tojustice Auiuin’s threshold; 
Theie had flown toi th a mittimus straight for New¬ 
gate ! 

And note the fortune too ’ Sessions a Thuisday, 
Jury cull'd out a Iriday, judgment a Satuiday, 
Dungeon a Sunday, Tybuin a Monday: 

Miseiy’s quotidian ague, when’t begins once, 
Every day pulls him, till he pull his last. 

* Til sec Wuliat Polychronicon says anon too.^ By Volyclironi’ 
con he fticans one Iligdeii, a monk ot Chestei, who wiote a large 
volume of history under that title. Brady, in the catalogue of 
writers fiom whom he compiled his Histoiy of Bngland, gives us 
this account of him : “ Ranulphus Cestrensis had the reputation 
ot an industiiuus and diligent wiitei by our ancestors, especially 
Lcland. He wrote from the beginning of things, and brought 
down his history (Latin) to the end ot Edward the Third's reign, 
1377.01 peihaps only to the year 134'4, as Mi belden observes." 
As the Polychronicon is a book not to be met with ever) where, I 
will give my reader a specimen of our Ranulphus’s industry and 
diligence fiom the tianslation of his Latin work by one de Trevisa. 
In book the first, though I can’t name the page or the chapter, he 
g'ves this descrij tion ot the bicilun Citados : “ Cicades birds^ that 
sins^en wetlf in the best wue, and they hate a pipe open under their 
till oat^ andsingen bittci when dead than while they be alive, thete^ 
Joie herdes of that londe bihede them to have the 9 Vf^ter song,"— 
Siimpwn. 
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Oldc, No more, I say ! ’tis an ill tlicme. Where 
left you him ? 

Witty. He’s in the constable’s hands below i’th’ 
hall, sir, 

Poor gentleman, and his accuser with him. 

Oldc. What’s lie ? 

Witty, A judge’s son, ’tis thought; so much the 
worse too; 

He’ll hang his enemy, and’t shall cost him nothing; 
That’s a great privilege. 

Oldc. Within there! 

Enter a Sermnt. 

Serv. Sir? 

Oldc. Call up the folks i’ th’ hall.—I had such 
hope on him. 

For a scholar too, a thing thou ne’er wastfit for; 
Therefore erected all my joys in him, 

Cot a Welch benefice in reversion for him. 

Dean of Cardigan; he has his grace already, 

He can marry and bury, 

Yet ne’er a hair on’s face, like a French vicar; 
And does he bring such fruits to town with him ? 
A thief at his first lighting P—0 h, good den * to 
you! 

Enter Credulous, Sir Ruinous (as a Constable,) 
and Lady Ruinous Man.) 

Witty. Nay, sweet sir ! yOu’re so vex’d no’ti', 
you will grieve him^ 

And hurt yourself. 

Oldc. Away! I’ll hear no counsel.— ^ 

Come you but once in seven year to your uncle, 


* Good '&«,] An abbreviation of good evening. 



33a 


WIT AT SEVERAL [Act IV. 

And at tliat time must you be brought home too? 
And by a constable ? 

Oh, speak low, sir ; 

Remember your own credit! You profess 
You love a mam o’ wit; begin at home, sir; 
Express it i’ yourself. 

L, Ruin. Nay, master constable, 

Shew yourself a wise man, ’gainst your nature too. 
Ruin. Sir, no dish-porridgement, we have brought 
liome 

As good men as ye. 

Olac. Out! a North-Britain constable? that 
tongue 

Will publish all, it speaks so bioad already.— 

Aie 3 ^ou the gentleman? 

L, Ruin. The unfortunate one, sir, 

That fell into the power of merciless thieves, 
Whereof this fellow, (whom f Vlcallyoui kinsman 
As little as I could, for the fair rcveience 
I owe to fame and years,) was the prime villain. . 
Oldc, A wicked prime ! 

Witty, Nay, not so loud, sweet father I 
L, Hum. The rest are lied, but 1 shall meet with 
em : 

Hang one of’em I will certain, (I ha’ swore it) 
And ’twas my luck to light upon this first. 

Oldc. A Cambridge man for this ? these your 
degrees, sir ? 

Nine years at university for this fellowship? 

Witty. Take your voice lower, deai sii ! 

Oldc. What’s your loss, sir? 

L. Ruin. That which offends me to repeat; the 
money’s whole, sir, 

Tis in the constable’s hands there, a seal’d hun¬ 
dred ; 

But I will not receive’t. 

Oldc. No ? not the money, sir, 
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Having confess’d ’tis all ? 

L. Ruin. ’Tis all the money, sir, 

But ’tis not all 1 lost; for when they bound me, 
They took a diamond hung at my shirt-string, 
Which fear of life made me forget to hide; 

It being the sparkling witness of a contract 
‘Twixt a great lawyer’s daughter and myself. 
JVUty. I told you what he was.—What does the 
diamond 

Concern mv cousin, sir ? 

L. Ruin, No more did the money; 

But he shall answer all now. 

tVilty There’s your conscience ! 

It shews from whence }ou sprung. 

/>. Ruin. Sprung ? I had leap’d a thief, 

Had I leap’d some of your alliance. 

Witty. Slave! 

L Ruin. You prevent me still, 

Ol(k'. Slid, son, are you mad? 

L. Ruin. Come, come, I’ll take a legal course. 
Okie. Will you undo us all?—What’s your de¬ 
mand, sir ? 

Now we’re in’s danger too ! 

L. Ruin. A hundred mark, sir; 

I will not bate a doit. 

IRitty. A hundred rascals! , 

L. Ruin. Sir, find ’em out in your own blood, 
• and take ’em. 

Witty. Go, take your course; follow the law, 
and spare not. 

Oldc, Does fury make you drunk? Know you 
what you say ? 

TFilty. A hundred dogs-dungs ! do your worst, 
Oldc. You do, I’m sure : who is loud now? 
Witty. What, his own asking ? 

Oldc, Not in such a case ? 
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Witty, You shall have but threescore pound, 
’spite a’ your teeth; 
ril see you haug’d first! 

Oldc. And what’s seven pound more, man, 

That all this coil’s about?—Stay!—I say he shall 
ha’t. 

Witty, It is jmur own, you may do what you 
please with it; 

Pardon my zeal I I would ha’ saved you money. 
Givc him all his own asking? 

Oldc. What’s that to you, sir? 

Be sparing of your own ! Teach me to pinch 
In such a case as this? Go, go; live by your wits, go! 
IVitty. I practise all 1 can. 

Oldc Follow you me, sir; 

And, master constable, come from the knave, 

And be a witness of a full recompense. 

Witty, Pray stop the constable’s mouth, what- 
e’er you do, sir. 

Okie. Yct again ? 

As if I meant not to do that m5"self. 

Without your counsel ?—As for you, precious kins¬ 
man, 

Your first year’s fruits in Wales shall go to rack 
for this! 

You lie not in ijiy house; I’ll pack you out. 

And pay for y"our lodging rather. 

[Exeunt Oldcuaff, Ruinous; and 
Lady Ruinous. 

Witty. Oh, fy, cousin ! 

These are ill courses; you a scholar too! 

Cnd. I was drawn into’t most unfortunately, 

By filthy debosh’d company. 

Witty. Ay, ay, ay ; 

’Tis even the spoil of all our youth in England. 
What were they ? gentlemen ? 

Cred. ’Faith, so like, some of ’em, 
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They were even the worse again. 

JVitty, Hum! 

Cred. Great tobacco-whifFers; 

They would go near to rob with a pipe in their 
mouths. 

Witty. What 1 no ? 

Cred. Taith, leave it, cousin, because my rascals 
use it, * 

3 *Faith lea'ce itj cousin, because my rascals use iV.] That is, tlie 
rascals who robbed me. Synapsoh silently omits wy, and Mason 
wishes his text to be followed.—^The practice of smoaking, or, as 
it was then called, drinking tobacco, is very frequently ridiculed in 
old plays, and was as frequently attacked seriously. Ben Jonson, 
who seems to have detested tobacco, ridicules it with great effect in 
his comedies, particularly in Every Man out of his Humour. King 
James I. had a violent antipathy to smoaking, and condescended 
to wield his royal pen against it, in a tract entitled “ A Counter¬ 
blast to Tobacco,” and is said to have declared, that, were he 
to invite the devil to dinner, he should have three dishes; 1. A 
pig, (which to this day is no popular dish on this side the Tweed;) 
2. A pole of ling and mustard ; and 3. A pipe of tobacco, for di¬ 
gestion, Dr Donne, in his first satire, says— 

--“ One, which did excel 

Th’ Indians in drinking his tobacco well. 

Met us.” 

Some lover of the pipe, which was so furiously attacked, thought 
it requisite to moralize the practice by the following ditty, which 
occurs in a hand of the seventeeiiih century, in the Bannatyne 
MS.—(Advocates’ Lib. Edin.) 

Meditatiouns on Tobacco. 

Why should we so much despyse 
So good and holy an exercise, 

As dailie and late 
To meditate 

Whenere we drink tobacco ? 

The earthen pype, so lillie whyte. 

Doth show thow art a inortall wighte; 

Yea even suche 
Brocke with a tuche : 

Thus think, than drink tobacco. 
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« 

Witty, So they do meat and drink; must Worthy 
gentlemen 

Refrain their food for that? an honest man 
May eat of the same pig some parson dines with, • 
A lawyer and a fool feed of one woodcock^ 

Yet one ne’er the simpler, t’other ne’eJ? the wiser;' 
Tis not meat, drink, or smoke, dish, cup, or pipe, 
Co-operates to the making of a knave; 

Tis the condition makes a slave a slave: 

There’s London philosophy for you! I tell you, 
cousin, 

You cannot be too cautelous, nice, or dainty. 

In your society here, especially 
When you come raw from the university, 

Before the world has harden’d you a little; 

For as a butter’d loaf is a scholar’s breakfast there, 
So a poach’d scholar is a cheater’s dinner here : 

I ha’ known seven of’em supp’d up at a meal. 
Creaf.. Why a poach’d scholar ? 

Witty. ’Cause he pour» himself forth, 

And all his secrets, at the first acquaintance; 
Never so crafty to be eaten i’ th’ shell, 

But is out-stripp’d of all he has at first, 

And goes down glib; he’s swallow’d with sharp wit, 
’Stead of wine vinegar. 

Cred. I shall think, cousin, 

O’ your poach’d scholar, while I live. 

And when the bmoak ascends on hye, 

Think on this earthlie vunitye 
Of world stuff, 

Gon with a pufi: 

Thus think, than dnnk tobacco. 

Lastlie, the ashes left behind 
Doe daylb serve ta move the wind, 

That aihes and dust 
Becume we must: 

Thus think, than drimk tobacco. 

“ / .t 
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Enter Sermnt. 

Serv* Master Credulous, 

Youi0incle wills you to forbear the house : 

You must with me; Fm charged to see you placed 
In some new lodging about Thieving-Lane. 

What the conceit is 1 know not; but he commands 
you 

To be seen here no more, till you hear further. 
Cred, Here’s a strange welcome, sir ! 

Witty, This is the world, cousin, 

When a man’s fame’s once ^pispn^d! Fare thee 
well, lad 1 , ^ " 

[Exeunt Credulous and SermnU 
This is the happiest cheat I e’er claim’d share in; 
It has a two-fold fortune, gets me coin,- 
And puts him out of grace that stood between me; 
My father’s Cambridge jewel, much suspected 
To be his heir; now there’s a bar in’s hopes. 

Enter Ruinous with a Purse, and Lady Ruiifous, 

Ruin, It chiqks; make haste! 

L. Ruin. The Goat at Smithfield-Pens. 

[Exeunt, 


Ejiter Cunningham. 

JFilty. Zojzo, zu^cient4—Mas ter Cunningham? 
I never have ill lUck when I meet a wit. 

Cunn. A wit’s better to meet than to follow then, 
For I ha’ none so good.I c^n commend yet; 

But commonly men unfortu^e to themselves, 
Are luckiest to their friends f^And so may 1 be. 
Witty, i run o’er so much worth, going but in 
haste from you; 

VOL. XI. ' Y 
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All my deliberate friendship cannot equal. 

Cunn. 'Tis but to shew, that you can place some¬ 
times 

Your modesty a-top of all your virtues.— 

[^Exit WittAate. 

This gentleman may pleasure me yet again. 

Enter Mirabel. 

I am so haunted with this broad-brimm‘d hat 
Of the last progress block,* with the young hat¬ 
band, 

Made for a sucking devil of two years old, 

I know not where to turn myself. 

JSir! 

Cunn, More torture? 

Mir. *Tis rumour’d that you love me. 

Cunn. O’ my troth, gentlewoman. 

Rumour’s as false a knave as ever piss’d then; 
Pray tell him so from me ! I cannot feign 
With a sweet gentlewoman, I must deal downright. 
Mir. I heard, though you dissembled with my 
aunt, sir; 

And that makes me more confident, 

Cunn. There’s no falsehood, 

Hut pays us our own some way!—I confess 
I feign’d with her, (’twas for a weightier purpose) 
But not with thee, I swear. 

Mir. Nor I with you then, 

Although my aunt enjoin’d me to dissemble, 

To right her spleen; 1 love you faithfully. 

^ -■ ■ this broad-brimm'd hat 

Of the last progress block.] The hlocTc of a hat is the forn^ 
upon which it is made, and hence the fashion of it in general. 
From the text, it would seem that new fashions weie liequently 
invented, and spotted at a progress of the monarch through the 
kingdom. 

JO 
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Cunn. ’Light, this is worse than *twas. 

Mir. T find such worth in you, 

I cannot, nay, I dare not, dally with you. 

For fear the flame consume me. 

Cum. Here’s fresh trouble! 

This drives me to my conscience; for ’tis foul 
To injure one that deals directly with me. 

Mh\ I crave but such a truth from your love, sir 
As mine brings you, and that’s proportionable. 

Cuiin. A good geometrician, 'shrew my heart! 
Why, are you out o’ your wits, pretty plump gen¬ 
tlewoman, 

You talk so desperately? ’tis a great happiness 
Love lias made one on’s wiser than another, 

We should be both cast away else: 

Yet I love gratitude ,* I must requite you, 

I shall be sick else: But to give you me— 

A thing you must not take, if you mean to live, 
For a’ my troth I hardly can myself; 

No wise physician will prescribe me for you. 
Alas, your state is weak; you had need of cordials, 
Some rich electuary, made of a son and heir, 

An elder brother, in a cullis,® whole ; 

It must be some wealthy Gregory, boil’d to a jelly, 
That must restore you to the state of new gowns, 
French ruffs, and mutable head-tires. 

Mir, But,* where is he, sir ? 

One that’s 'so rich will ne’er wed me with nothing. 
Cunn. Then see thy conscience, and thy wit to¬ 
gether ! 

Wouldst thou have me then, that have nothing 
neither ? 

What say you to Fop Gregory the First yonder ? 
Will you acknowledge your time amply recom¬ 
pensed. 


^ CuUis,} A restorative brotb often mentioned in these plays. 
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Full satisfaction upon love’s record, 

Without any more suit, if 1 combine you ? 

Mir. Yes, by this honest kiss. 

Cunn. You’re a wise client, 

To pay your fee before-hand; but all do so : 

You know the worst already, that’s the best too. 
Mir. I know he is a fool. 

Cmn. You’re shrewdly hurt then ! 

This is your comfort; your great, wisest women 
Pick their first husband still out of that house, 
And some will have ’em to chusc, if they bury 
twenty. 

Mi?\ I’m of their minds, that like him for a first 
husband 

To run youth’s race with him, ’tis very pleasant; 
But when I’m old, I’d always wish a wiser. 

Cum, You may have me by that time. For this 
first business, 

Rest upon my performance ! 

Jlir. With all thankfulness. 

Cum, I have a project you must aid me in too. 
Mir. You bind me to all lawful action, sir. 
Cimi. Pray wear this scarf about you. 

3Iir. I conjecture now- 

Cum. Tlieie’s a court principle for’t, one ofiice 
must help another ; 

As for example, for your cast o’ manchets out o’ 
tlf pantry, 

I will allow you a goose out of the kitchen. 

Mir. ’Tis very sociably done, sir: Farewell, 
Performance! 

I shall be bold to call you so. [Kri/. 

Cunn. Do, sweet Confidence! ^ 

% 

’ Peiformance! 

1 shall be bold tu call j^ou so, 

Cunn. DOf sueet Confidence,] It seems to have been one of 
the aflectations ot the times, to exchange s\ich denominations dc- 
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Enter Sir Gregory. 

If I can match my two broad-brimm’d hats— 
Tis he! I know the mapfgot by his head; 

Now shall I learn news of him.—My precious chief! 
Greg, I have been seeking for you i th’bowling- 
green, 

Enquired at Nettleton’s and Anthony’s ordinary; 
Tbas vex’d me to the heart! Look, I’ve a diamond 
here, 

And it cannot find a master. 

rived from appropriate attributes between friends and cronies, mis* 
tresses and their lovers, &c. 1 he custom is ridiculed in Ben Jen¬ 
son's Every Man out of his Humour, act iv. scene v.— 

Sogliardit. Good Pyladcs^ discourse a robbery or two, to satisfy 
these gentlemen of thy worth. 

Sharp, Pardon me, my dear Orestes: causes have their quid- 
dits, and ’tis ill jesting with bell-ropes. 

Carlo. How ? Pylades and Orestes ? 

Sogl. Ay, he is my Pylades-, and I am his Orestes: How like 
you the conceit ? 

Carlo, O, it’s an old stale interlude device: no, Pll give you 
names myself; look you, he shall be your Judas^ and you shall 
be his elder-tree to hang on. 

Maciknte Nay, rather let him be Captain Podf and you shall 
be hib moiiunf for he does nothing but shew him. 

Carlo. Excellent: or thus, you shall be Holden and he your 
camel. 

Shift, You do not mean to ride, gentlemen ? 

Puntarvolo. Taith, let me end it for you, gallants : you shall 
be his Countenance, and he your. Resolution, 

Sogl. 'Troth, that’s pretty; how say you, cavalier, shall’t be so f 
Carlo, Ay, ay, most voices. 

Shift* 'Faith, 1 am easily yielding to good impressions. 

Sogl. Then give hands, good Resolution. 

Carlo. Mass, he cannot say, good Countenance; now, properly 
to him again. 

Fount, Yes, by an irony. 

Maci, O, sir, the Coimtenance of Resolution should, as he is, be 
altogether unpleasant. 
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Cumu No? that’s hard, i’faith. 

Greg. It does belong to somebody: A pox on 
him, 

I would he had it; ’does but trouble me; 

And she that sent it is so waspish too, 

There’s no returning to her till’t be gone. 

Cunn. Oh, ho ! Ah, sirrah, are you come ? 

What’s that, friend ? 

Cunn. Do you note that corner sparkle? 

Greg, Which? which? which, sir? 

Cunn. At the west end o’ th’ collet.^ 

Greg, Oh, I sect now. 

Cunn. ’Tis-an apparent mark : This is the stone, 
sir. 

That so much blood is threaten’d to be shed for, 

Greg. I pray- 

Cunn, A tun at least. ; 

Greg. They must not find it i’ me then; they 
must 

Go where ’tis to be had. 

Cunn. Tis well it came to my hands first, Sir 
Gregory; 

I know where this must go. 

Greg, Am I discharged on’t ? 

Cunn. My life for yours now! [Draws. 

' Greg. What now r 
Cunn, ’Tis discretion, sir; 
i’ll stand upon my guard all the while I ha’t. 
Gi'eg. ’Troth thou tak’st too much danger on 
thee still, 

To preserve me alive. 

Cimn. Tis a friend’s duty, sir. 

Nay, by a toy that I have late thought upon, 

• 

’ West end o' tit coller.] There only wants the change of a 
letter to make this passage run like the original, m. o’ th* collet; 
i, c, beryll or socket in which the diamond was set.— Sampson. 
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ril undertake to get your mistress for you. 

Greg, Thou wilt not? wilt? 

Cimn. Contract her by a trick, sir, 

When she least thinks on’t. 

Greg. There’s the right way to’t; 

For if she think on’t once, she’ll never do’t. 

Cunn. She docs abuse you still then ? 

Greg, A pox ! damnably, 

Every time worse than other; yet her uncle 
Thinks the day holds ’a Tuesday : Say it did, sir, 
She’s so familiarly used to call me rascaly 
She’ll quite forget to wed me by my own name; 
And then that marriage cannot hold in law, you 
know. 

Ciinn, Will you leave all to me ? 

Greg. Who should I leave it to ? 

Cunn. ’Tis our luck to love nieces; I love .a 
niece too. 

Greg. I would you did, i’faith! 

Cunn. But mine’s a kind wretch. 

Greg. Ay, marry, sir? I wouldmincwereso too! 
Cimn. No rascal comes in her mouth, 

Greg. ’Troth, and mine 
lias little else in hers. 

Cunn. Mine sends me tokens, 

All the world knows not on, 

Gi'eg. Mine gives me tokens too, 

Very fine tokens ; but I dare not wear ’em. 

Cunn. Mine’s kind in secret. 

Greg. And there mine’s a hell-cat, 

Cunn. We have a day set too. 

Greg. ’Slid, so have we, man; 

But there’s no sign of ever coming together. 
Cunn. ril tell thee who it is; the old woman’s 
niece. 

Gj^eg, Is’tshe? 
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Cunn, I would your luck had been no worse for 
mildness; 

But mum; no more words on’t to your lady I 
Greg, Foh! 

Cum. No blabbing, as you love me. 

Greg* None of our blood 
Were ever babblers. 

Cunn. Pr’ythee convey this letter to her; 

But at any hand let not your mistress see’t! 

Greg, Yet again, sir? 

Cunn. There is a jewel in’t! 

The very art would make her dote upon’t. 

Greg, Say you so ? 

And she shall see’t for that trick only. 

Cunn, Remember but your mistress, and all’s 
well. 

Greg, Nay, if I do not, hang me ! [JKr/L 
Cunn. I believe you.— 

This is the only way to return a token : 

I know he v'ili do’t now, ’cause he’s charged to th’ 
contrarv. 

He’s the nearest kin to a woman, of a thing 
Made without substance, that a man can find again. 
Some petticoat begot him. I’ll be whipt else, 
Engendring with an old pair of paned hose,® 
Lying in some hot chamber o’er the kitchen; 
Very steam bred him* 

He never grew where rem in re e’er came ; 

The generation of a hundred such 
Cannot make a man stand in a white sheet. 

For ’tis no act in law; nor can a constable 
Pick out a bawdy business for Bridewell in’t. 

A lamentable case! 

He’s got with a man’s urine, like a mandrake.— 


* fTUh an old pair of paun’d Aow.] Probably fain*d hose ,— 
Sampson, See vol, X. p. l6, 73. 
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Enter Pompey a Gallant,) 

How now ? ha ? what prodigious bravery’s this ? 
A most preposterous gallant! the doublet sits 
As if it mock’d the breeches. 

Pompey, Save you, sir ! 

Cunn. He has put his tongue in the fine suit of 
words too ! 

Pompey, How does the party ? 

Cun7i. Takes me for a scrivener.— 

Which of the parties ? 

Pompey. Hum I Simplicity betide thee!—^ 

I would fain hear o’ th’ party; 1 would be loth 
to go 

Further with her; honour is not a thing 
To be dallied withal, no more is reputation. 

No, nor fame, I take it; Imustriothaveherwrong’d 
When I’m abroad; my party is not to be compeU’d 
With any party in an oblique way; 

’Tis very dangerous to deal with women; 

May prove a lady too, but shall be nameless; 
ril bite my tongue out, ere it prove a traitor. 
Cunn, Upon my life, 1 know her! 

Pompey, Not by me; 

Know what you can, talk a whole day with me, 
You’re ne’er the wiser; she comes not from these 
lips. 

Cunn, The old knight’s niece, 

Pompey, ’Slid, he has got her! Pox of his heart 
that told him!— [Aside. 

Can nothing be kept secret ? I.et me entreat you 
To use her name as little as you can, though. 
Cunn, ’Twill be small pleasure, sir, to use her 
name. 

Pompey, I had intelligence |n my solemn walks, 
’Twixt Paddington and Pancridge, of a scarf 
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Sent for a token, and a jewel follow’d ; 

But I acknowledge not the receipt of any: 
Howe’er ’tis carried, believe me, sir, 

Upon my reputation, I received none * 

Cum. What, neither scarf nor jewel ? 

Pompey. ’Twould be seen 
Somewhere about me, you may well think that ; 

I have an arm for a scarf, as others have, 

An ear ^ to hang a jewel too, and that’s more 
Than some men have, my betters a great deal. 

I must have restitution, where’er it lights, 

Cunn, And reason good. 

Pompey, For all these tokens, sir, 

Pass i* my name, 

Cwin, It cannot otherwise be. 

Pompey, Sent to a worthy friend! 

Cunn. Ay, that’s to thee. 

Pompey. I’m wrong’d under that title. 

Cunn. I dare swear thou art: 

’Tis nothing but Sir Gregory’s circumvention, 

His envious spite ; when thou’rt at Paddington, 
He meets the gifts at Pancridge. 

Pompey. Ah, false knight! 

False both to honour, and the law of arms. 

Cum. What wilt thou say if I be icvengcd for 
thee, 

Thou sit as witness ? 

Pompey. I should laugh in state then. 

Cunn. I’ll fob him; here’s my hand. 

Pompey. I shall be as glad as any man alive to 
see him well fobb’d, sir. But, now you talk of 
fobbing, I wonder the lady sends not for me ac¬ 
cording to promise: 1 ha* kept out o’ town these 
two days, o’ purpose to be sent for: I am almost 
starved with walking. 


® And dare.l Corrected in \679* 
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Cum. Walking gets men a stomach. 

Pompey, ’Tis most true, sir; I may speak it by 
‘experience, for I ha’got a stomach six times, and 
lost it again, as often as a traveller from Chelsea 
shall lose the sight of Paul’s, and get it again. 

Cunn. Go to her, man. 

Pompey. Not for a million! Enfringe my oath ? 
There’s a toy call’d a vow has past between us, a 
poor trifle, sir ! Pray do me the part and office of 
a gentleman : If you chance to meet a footman 
by the way, in orange-tawny ribbands, running 
before an empty coach, with a buzzard i’ th’ poop 
on’t, direct him and his horses toward the New- 
River, by Islington; there they shall have me 
looking upon the pipes, and whistling. 

Cunn, A very good note! This love makes us 
all monkies. 

But to my work : Scarf first? and now a diamond ? 
These should be sure signs of her affection’s truth; 
’^'et I’ll go forward with my surer proof. 


SCENE II. 


Another in the same. 


Enter Niece and Gregory. 

Niece. Is’t possible ? 

Greg. Nay, here’s his letter too; 

There’s a fine jewel in’t, therefore I brought it to 
you. 

Niece. You tedious mongrill Is it not enough 
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To grace tliee, to receive this from thy hand, 

A thing which makes me almost sick to do. 

But you must talk too ? 

Greg. I ha’ done. 

Niece. Fall back I 

Yet backer, backeryet! You unmannerly puppy, 
Do you not see I’m going about to read it ? 

Greg. Nay, these are golden days! now I stay 
by’t; 

She was wont not to endure me in her sight at all; 
The world mends, I see that. 

Niece. Whatan ambiguous superscription’s here! 
‘ To the best of nieces.’ 

Why, that title may be mine, and more than her s: 
Sure I much wrong the neatness of his art! 

’Tis certain sent to me ; and to requite 
My cunning in the carriage of my tokens, 

Used the same fop for his. 

Greg. She nodded now to me; ’twill come in time. 
Niece. What’s here ? An entire ruby, cut into a 
heart r 

And this the word, Istud amoris opus ? 

Greg. Yes, yes; 

I have heard him say, that Love is the best stone¬ 
cutter. 

Niece. Why, thou saucy issue of some travelling 
sovv-gelder, 

What makes love in thy mouth? Is it a thing 
That ever will concern thee? I do wonder 
How thou dar’st think on’t! Hast thou ever hope 
To come i* the same room where lovers are, 

And 'scape unbrain’d with one of their velvet 
slippers? 

Greg. Love-tricks break out I see: An you. talk 
of slippers once. 

It is not far off to bed-time. 

Niece. Is it possible thou canst laugh yet ^ 

9 
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I would ha* undertook to ha’ kill’d a spider 
NWith less venom far than I have spit at thee. 

G7'eg. You must conceive, 

A knight’s another manner o’ piece of flesh. 
iYiVce^Back, owl’s face! 

Oidc* \ Within.] Do, do. 

Niece. [Apart.] ’Tis my uncle’s voice, that.— 
Why keep you so far off, Sir Gregory ? 

Are you afraid, sir, to come near your mistress ? 
Greg. Is the proud heart come down ? I look’d 
for this still. 

Niece. [Apart.] He comes not this way yet.— 
Away, you dog-whelp! 

Would you oifer to come near me, though I said so ? 
I’ll make you understand my mind in time! 
You’re running greedily,* like a hound to his 
breakfast, 

That chops in head and all to beguile his fellows; 
I’m to be eaten, sir, with grace and lei$ure, 
Behaviour and discourse, things that ne’er trouble 
you : 

After I have pelted you sufficiently,. 

J trow you’ll learn more manners. 

Greg. I am wond’ring still 
When we two shall come together. Tuesday’s at 
hand. 

But I’m as far off as I was at first, I swear. 

Enter Guardianess. 

Guard. Now, Cunningham, I’ll be revenged at 
large.— 

Lady, what was but all this while suspicion 
Is truth full blown now; my niece wears your scarf. 
Niece. Ha! 


• Your running greedily."] Corrected by Sympson, 
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Guard, Do but follow me, I’ll place you in¬ 
stantly 

Where you shall see her courted by Cunningham, 

Niece, I go with greediness ! We long for things 

That break our hearts sometimes; toll’s Plea¬ 
sure’s misery. " 

[Exeunt Niece and Guardianess. 

Greg, Where are those erad-flies goins: ? to some 
junket now. 

That same old humble-bee * toles the young one 
forth 

To sweetmeats after kind: Let ’em look to’t 

The thing you wot on be not miss’d or gone ! 

I bring a maidenhead, and I look for one, [Exit, 


SCENE III. 


Another Room in the same. 


Enter Cunningham, {seemingly in discourse with a 
mask'd Gentlewoman, which is a puppet, in a broad 
hat, and scarfed^) and Niece at another door, 

Cunn, Yes, yes. 

Niece, Too manifest now; the scarf and all! 
Cunn, It cannot be ; you’re such a fearful soul. 
'Niece. I’ll give her cause of fear ere I part from 
her! 

Cunn, Will you say so? Is’t not your aunt’s 
desire too ? 

* Some eld kumblc~bce.'\ Corrected in 1750# 
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Niece. What a dissembling crone’s that ? She’ll 
forswear’t now. 

' ^unn. I see my project- takes; yonder’s the 
grace on't. [Aside, 

Niece, ^^o would put confidence in wit again ? 
I’m plag^ptifor my ambition, to desire 
A wise man for a husband ! and I see 
Fate will not have us go beyond our stint: 

We are allow’d but one dish, and that’s woodcock.^ 
It keeps up wit to make us friends and servants of ; 
And thinks any thing’s good enough to make us 
husbands. 

Oh, that whore’s bat o’ thine, o’ th’ riding block, ^ 
A shade for lecherous kisses I— 

Ctmri. Make you doubt on’t ? 

Is not my love of force ? 

Niece. Yes; me it forces [Comesforward. 

To tear that sorcerous strumpetfrom thy embraceSr 
Cimn. Lady? 

Niece. Oh, thou hast wrong’d the exquisitest 
love— 

Cum. What mean you, lady ? 

Niece. J\line; you’ll answer for’t! 

Cum. Alas, what seek you ? 

Niece. Sir, mine own, with loss. 

Cumi. You shall- 

Niece. I never made so hard a bargain. 

Cunn. Sweet lady! 

Niece. Unjust man, let my wrath reach her, 

As you owe Virtue duty! [CuNNiNGiiAMya//^’ on 
purpose.l Your cause trips you.— 

Now, minion, you shall feel what love’s rage is, . 
Beforeyou taste the pleasure.—Smile you, false sir ? 

3 JVe are aHow*d but one disk, and that*s woodcock.] Another 
allusion to the old notion that woodcocks had no brains. 

^ Block,] See above, p. 338. In the te-\t the word is used foP 
the shape of the hati 
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d^unn. How can I chuse, to see what pains you 
take, 

Upon a thing will never thank you fort ? 

Nkce. How! 

Cmn, See what things you wom^ 

When clothes are taken for the be^f 
This was to shew you, when you thinfifl love" you 
not, 

How you’re deceived still; there the moral lies: 
’Twas a trap set to catch you, and the only bait 
To take a lady nibbling is fine clothes : 

Now I dare boldly thank you for your love; 

I’m pretty well resolved in’t by this fit. 

For a jealous ague always ushers it. 

iV/ece. Now blessings still maintain this wit of 
thine! 

And I’ve an excellent fortune comitig in thee: 
Bring nothing else, I charge thee. 

Ciinn, Not a groat, I warrant you. 
iVifece. Thou shalt be worthily welcome, take 
my faith for’t; 

Next opportunity shall make us. * 

Cum, The old gentlewoman has fool’d her re¬ 
venge sweetly. 

Niece. ’Las, ’tis her part; she knows her place 
so well yonder! 

Always when women jump upon threescore. 

Love shoves ’em from the chamber to the door. 
Cunn, Thou art a precious she-wit! [Exeunt. 

5 Next oppoi tunity ihall make ms.] Here the loss of a monosyl¬ 
labic destroys the measure and injures the sense. I lead, 

“ Next opportunity shall make us one.”— 

There is certainly very complete sense without the monosylla¬ 
ble.—Ed. 1778. 
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V 

ll^i^CT V. SCENE L 


'A in the House of Sir Ruinous. 


Enter Cunningham, (at ojie door,) Wittypate, 
Ruinous, Lady Ruinous, and Pkiscian (at the 
other.) 

Cumi. Friend, met in the harvest of our designs! 
Not a thought hut’s busy. 

Witty. I knew it, man; 

And that made me provide these needful reapers, 
Hooks, rakers, gleaners : We will sing it home 
With a melodious hornpipe. This is the bond; 
That as we further in your great affair, 

You’ll suffer us to glean, pick up for crumbs,^ 
And, if we snatch a handful from the sheaf, 

You will not look a churl on’s. 

Cunn. Friend, we’ll share 
The sheaves of gold; only the love acre 
Shall be peculiar. 

Witty, Much good do you, sir. 


^ You*U suffer us to glearif pick up for crums.] This reading dis¬ 
continues the metaphor, as well as disturbs the sense; both may 
easily be ameiide4 by reading thus : 

“ —— t 9 glean f pick up few corns.’'— Sympson, 

Corns certain}/pursues the metaphor best; but the old read¬ 
ing, being sense, should not be arbitrarily altered, though for the 
better; fidelity being the first duty of an editor.—Edi 177^, 
VOL. XI, Z 
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Away ! you know your way, and your stay; get 
you 

The music ready, while we prepare the dancers ^ 
JRuin, We are a consort of ourselves. ^ 

Pn>. And can strike up lustily. 

Witty. You must bring Sir Fop. 

Cum. That’s perfect enough. 

Bring all the fops you can/tli^itiorc the 
better fare; 

So the proverb runs backwards.* 

\Exeunt Ruinous Priscian. 

L. Ruin, ni bring the ladies. [Exit. 

Witty. Do so first, and then the fops will follow. 
I must to my father; he must make one. [Exit. 

Enter two Sermnis with a Banquet. 

Cunn. While I dispatch a business with the 
knight, 

And I go with you-—Well said ! I thank you ! 
This small banquet will furnish our few guests 
With taste and state enough. One reach my gown; 
The action craves it, rather than the weather. 

1 Serv. There is one stays to speak with you, sir. 


7 We are a consort ^ ourselves.] A consort of musicians wa» 
what we now call a band. So in an old song introduced in the 
history of Friar Bacon.: 

** We meet a consort of fiddle-dcdees; 

We set them a ccjck>borse, and made them to play 
The winning of BuUen and UpsyfreeSt 
And away to Twiver, away, away !” 

For the term upsp/reesCf see vol. III. p. 147., From this quota¬ 
tion it would seem that a tune was so denominated. 

* Bring all the fops ym can^ the more the better fare; 

So the proverb runs backward.] The proverb alluded to is— 
The more the merrier, the fewer the better fare,— Mason, 



Scene I.] 


WEAPONS. 


355 


Cunn. What is he ? 

1 Serv, *Faith, I know not what, sir; a fool, I 
“ think, 

That some broker’s shop has made half a gen- 
tleman: 

’Has typname of a worthy too. 

Cunn. Pompey ? is’t not ? 

1 Serv, That’s he, sir. 

Cmn, Alas, poor fellow, pr’ythee enter him, 

He will need too. ’ He shall serve for a witness. 

JEnfer second Servant with a Gown, 

Oh, gramercy! If my friend Sir Gregory comes, 
(You know him) entertain him kindly. 

Enter Pompey. 

Oh, Master Pompey! 

How is’t, man ? 

Pompey. ’Snails,* I’m almost starved with love, 
and cold, and one thing or other. Has not my 
lady sent for me yet ? 

Cunn. Not that I hear: Sure some 
Unfriendly messenger’s employ’d betwixt you. 

Pompey, I was ne’er so cold in my life: In my 
conscience, I have been seven miles in length, 
along the New-River; 1 have seen a hundred 


® Alas, poor fellow, pr'ythee enter him, he will need too.'] Though 
Pompey did need victuals, yet the adverb too shews need to be a 
corruption for sted, or speed. And the original ran, 1 fancy, very 
near the text of this present edition [i. e. sted.] —Seward. 

We think there are in our authors, and others, instances of a 
construction, bV which he will need too may signify he will be need^ 
ed.—Ed. 1778: 

* 'Snails.] An oath, abbreviated from—-by God’s nails. 
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stickle-bags; * I do not think but there’s gudgeons 
too : *Twill ne’er be a true water, 

Cunn. Why think you so ? 

Pompcy. I warrant you I told a thousand mil¬ 
ler’s thumbs in it. I’ll make a little bold with 
your sweetmeats. 

Cum And welcome, Pompey I 

Fompey, ’Tis a strange thing I have no taste in 
any tiling. 

Cmm. Oh, that’s love; that distastes any thing 
but itself. 

Pompey, Tis worse than cheese in that point. 
May not a man break his word with a lady ? I 
could find in my heart and my hose too. 

Cunn, By no means, sir; that breaks all the laws 
of love. 

Pompey, Well, I’ll ne’er pass my word without 
my deed, to lady, while I live, again. 1 would fain 
recover my taste. 

Cunn, Well, I have news to tell you. 

Pompey^ Good news, sir ? 

Cunn, Happy news! I help you away with a 
rival, your master’s bestow’d-- 

Pompey. Where, for this plumb’s sake- 

Cunn. Nay, listen me. 

Pompey, I warrant you, sir; I have two ears to 
one mouth : I hear more than I eat; I’d ne’er row 
by Quecu-llithe while I lived else, 

Cunn, I have a wife for him, and thou shalt 
witness the contract. 

Pompey, The old one, I hope; ^ *tis not the lady? 


' 1 have seen a hundred stickl^-bags.] It is a favourite amuse¬ 
ment to this day emf ng the cockney boys to angle in the New- 
River for tittle-d)utSj as they ate now called. 

• The old onCf I Aope.] By this expression here and a little be- 
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Cunn. Choke him first! Tis one which thou 
. shalt see; see him, see him deceived, see the de¬ 
ceit, only the injunction is, you shall smile with 
modesty. 

Pompey, Fll simper i’faith, as cold as I am yet. 
The oldronc, I hope! [Retires, 

Enter Sermnt. 

Sero. Sir, here’s Sir Gregory. 

Cunn, Udso, shelter, shelter! If you be seen, 
all’s ravell’d out again: Stand there private, and 
you will find the very opportunity to call y 
forth, and place you at the table. 

Enter GaEGonr. 

You are welcome, sir! this banquet will serve, 
when it is crown’d with such a dainty as you ex¬ 
pect, and must have. 

Greg, Tush, these sweetmeats are but sauce Jto 
that. Well, if there be any honesty, or true word 
in a dream, she’s mine own, nay, and changed 
extremely, not the same woman. 

C 2 /?m, Who ? not the lady ? 

Greg, No, not to me; the edge of her tongue 
is taken off, gives me very good words; turn’d 
upside down to me; and we live as quietly as 
two tortoises: If she hold on, as she began in my 
dream- 

Cmn. Nay, if love send forth such predictions, 
you are bound to believe ’em. [S^ Jfusi'c,] There’s 


low, the Clown hopes that the old Guardianess was the wife in> 
tended by Cunningham for Sir Gregory. 
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the watch-word of her coming; to your practised 
part now ! If you hit it, JEquus Cupido nohis. 
\They both sit down^ and cover themselves with iM 
gown* 

. Greg, ril warrant you, sir, I will give arms to 
your gentry: Look you forward to your business, 
1 am an eye behind you; place her in that chair, 
and let me alone to grope her out! 

[Hides himself in the gown. 

Enter Mirabel, 

Cmn, Silence !—Lady, your sweet presence il¬ 
lustrates 

This homely roof, and as coarse entertainment ; 
But where affections are both host and guest, 
They cannot meet unkindly. Please you sit 1 
Your something long stay made me unmannerly, 

, To place before you (know him !) this friend here; 
(He is ray guest) and more especially, 

That this our meeting might not be too single, 
Without a witness to’t. 

A/ir. I came not unresolved, sir: 

And when our hands are clasped in that firm faith 
Which I expect from you, Fame shall be bold 
To speak ilie loudest on it. Oh, you grasp me 
Son>c\\ hat too hard, friend ! 

Cimn. That’s Love’s eager will; 

I’ll touch it gentlier. [Kisses her hand. 

Aftr. "J'hat’s too low in you, 

’Less it be doubly recompensed in me. 

[Kisses his hand, 

Pempey. Pub ! I must stop my mouth ; 1 shall 
be choak’d else. 

Cmn. Cf»me, we’ll not play and trifle with 
delays; 

We met to join these hands, and willingly 
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Scene L] 

I cannot leave it till confirmation. 

, Mir. One word first! how does your friend, 
• kind Sir Gregory? 

Cunn. Why do you mention him ? you loVc him 
not. 

Mir. I shall love you the less if you say so, sir: 
In troth, I love him; but 'tis you deceive him. 
This flattering hand of yours does rob him now. 
Now you steal his right from him ; and I know 
I shall have hate for it, his hate extremely. 

Cunn. Why, I thought you had not come so 
weakly arm’d: 

Upon my life, the knight will love you for’t, 
Exceedingly love you, for ever love you, 

Mir. Ay, you’ll persuade me so. 

Cunn. Why, he’s my friend, 

And wishes me a fortune equal with him, 

1 know and dare speak it for him. 

Mir. Oh, this hand betrays him! 

You might remember him in some court’sy yet at 
least. 

Cunn. I thank your help in it; here’s to his 
health, 

Where’er he be I {Drinks, 

Mir. I’ll pledge it, 

Were it against my health, 

Pompey. Ob, oh ! my heart hops after twelve 
mile a-day, upon a good return ! ^ Now could I 
walk three hundred mile a-foot, and laugh for¬ 
wards and backwards. 


* My heart hops after twelve mile a-dnyj vpon a good return.'^ 
That IS, It lu ps, as it hopping twelve ipiles a-day upon a wager. 
Our foietathers, as well us we, dealt in extravagant feats upon odds 
given, which was called doing them upon return The humour of 
Piuiiarvolo’o undertaking to travel to Constantinople with his dog 
and cat, to bung them all alive back to Tower^vvharf within a year, 
will immediately recur to the readers of Ben Jonson. 

9 
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Afir. You’ll take the knight’s health, sir? 
Pompey Yes, yes, forsooth. Oh, my sides \ 
Such a banquet once a-week, would make me 
grow fat in a fortnight. 

Cuniu Well; now to close our meeting, with 
the close 

f AVr Grkgory putsforth his hand. 
Of mutual hands and hearts, thus 1 begin : 

Here in Heaven’s ev e, an<l all Love’s sacred powers, 
(Which in my prayers stand propitious,) 

I knit this holy hand fast, and with this hand 
The heart that owes this hand, ever binding 
B) fiU’ce of this initiating contract 
Both heart and hand in love, faith, loyalty, 
Estate, or what to them belongs, in all 
The dues, rights, and honours, of a faithful hus¬ 
band ; 

And this firm vow, henceforth till death to stand 
Irrevocable, seal’d both with heart and hand! 
Alii'. Which thus I second; But, oh, Sir Gregory I 
Cunn, Again r This interposition’s ill, believe me. 
Mir. Here, in Heaven’s eye, and all Love’s sa¬ 
cred powers, 

I knit this holy hand fast, and with this hand 
The heart that owes this hand, ever binding 
Both heart and hand in love, honour, loyalty, 
Estate, or what to them belongs, in all 
The dues, rights, and duties, of a true faithful wife; 
And this firm vow, henceforth till death to stand 
Irrevocable, seal’d both with heart and hand ! 
Gvfg. A full agreement on both parts. 

Cuun, Ay, here's witness of that. 

Greg, Nay, I have over-reach’d you, lady; and 
that’s much, \pisc<roers himself 

Tor any knight in England to over-reach a lady. 
Mir. I rejoice in my deceit; I am a lady 

6 
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Now, I thank you, sir. 

, Pompey. Good morrow, Lady Fop ! 

^Oreg. 'Snails I am gull’d ! made a worshipful 
ass ! this is not my lady. * 

Cum. But it is, sir ; and true as your dream told 
you, 

That your lady was become another woman. 
Gi'eg. J’ll have another lady, sir, if there were 
no moie ladies 

In Londoix; blindman-bulF is an unlawful game* 
Cumi. Come, down on your knees first, and 
thank your stars. 

Greg. A fire of my stars ! I may thank you, I 
think. 

('will. So you may pray for me, and honour me, 
That have preserved you fiom a lasting torment, 
For a perpetual comfort. Did }ou call me friend— 
Greg. 1 pray pardon me for that; I did miscall 
you, 1 confess. 

Cunn. And should I, receiving such a thankful 
name. 

Abuse it in the act? Should I see my friend 
Baffled, disgraced, without any reverence 
To your title, to be call’d rascal? nay, 
Cursed to your face, fool’d, scorned, beaten down 
With a woman’s peevish hate, yet I should stand 
And suffer you to be lost, cast away ? 

I would have seen you buried quick first, 

Your spurs of knighthood to have wanted rowels, 
And to be hack’d from your heels! ^ Slave^ rascal? 
Hear this tongue. 

Mir. My dearest love, sweet knight, my lord, 
my husband ! 


s To he kick'd /torn your //ec/s.] Amended by Sympson. Set 
\ol. V, p. 320. 
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Cimn. So! this is not slave and rascal then. 
Mir, What shall your eye command, but shall 
be done, 

In all, the duties of a loyal wife ? 

Cunn, Good, good ! 

Are not curses fitter for you ? were’t not better 
Your head were broke with the handle of a fan,** 
Or your nose bored with a silver bodkin ? 

Mir. Why, I will be a servant in your lady. 
Cunn. Tox, but you shall not! she’s too good 
for you! 

This contract shall be a nullity; I’ll break it off. 
And see you better bestow’d. 

Greg. ’Slid, but you shall not, sir! she’s mine 
own, and I am hers, and we are one another’s law¬ 
fully, and let me see him that will take her away 
by the civil law! If you be my friend, keep you 
so; if you have done me a good turn, do not hit 
me i’ th’ teeth with’t! that’s not the part of a 
friend. 

Cum. If you be content- 

Greg. Content ? I was never in better conten¬ 
tion in my life: I’ll not change her for both the 
Exchanges, New or the Old.—Come, kiss me 
boldly! 

Fompei/. 'Give you joy, sir! 


^ The handle of a fan.'] In The Merry Wives of Windsor, Fal- 
staff speaks ot Mistiess Brid;^et having lost the handle of her fan ; 
upon which Steevens says, “ It should be lememucred, that fans^ 
in oui authui's tune, svefe more costly than they are at present, as 
well as o( a ditVerent construction. They consisted of ostrich fca- 
ihers, or otheib ol equal length and flexibility, which were stuck 
into handles, the richer sor. of which were composed of gold, sil¬ 
ver, or ivory, of curious woikmanship.' One of these is mentioned 
Jii The Fleire,€oni. I6i0: “-she hath a fan with a short sit¬ 

ter handle, about the length of a barbel’s syringe.”—iiecd. 
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Greg. Oh, sir, I thank you as much as though 
I did ! You are beloved of ladies; you see we are 
glad’of under-women. ^ 

Pompey. Ladies ? Let not ladies be disgraced! 

You re, as it were, 

A married man, and have a family ; 

And, for the party’s sake that was unnamed 
Before, being peas-cod time, I am appeased ; 

Yet I would wish you make a ruler of your tongue. 

Cunn. Nay, no dissension here! I must bar that. 
And this, friend, I entreat you, and be advised; 
Let this private contract be yet conceal’d, 

And still support a seeming race of love 
Unto the lady ; mark how it avails you, , 

And quits all her scorns ; Her uncle is now hot 
In pursuit of the match, and will enforce her, 
Lend her proud stomach, that she shall proffer 
Herself to you, which, when you have flouted. 
And laugh’d your fill at, you shall scorn her off, 
With all your disgraces trebled upon her; 

For there the pride of all her heart will bow, 
When you shall foot her from you, not she you. 

Greg. Good, i’faith! I’ll continue it. I’d fain 
laugh at the old fellow too, for he has abused me 
as scurv iiy as his niece.—My knighthood’s upon 
the spur ! we’ll go to bed, and then to church as 
fast as we can. \Exeunt Gregory and Mirabel. 

Pompey. 1 do wonder I do not hear of the lady 
yet. 

Cunn. The good minute may come sooner than 
you are aware of; I do not think but’twill ere 
night yet, as near as ’tis 

Pompey. Well, I will go walk by the New-Ri- 
ver, in thac meditation; 1 am o’er shoes, I'm s»ure, 
upon the dry bank. This gullery of my master 
will keep me company this two hours too; If love 
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were not an enemy to laughter, I should drive 
away the time ueli enough. You know my walk, 
sir; if she sends, 1 shall be found angling, for I 
will try 'V hat 1 can catch for luck sake; 1 will 
fish fair tor’t. 

Ohf kniohi, that thou shoiildst he gulCd so, (Jia, ha !) 

ft (iocs me good at heart, 

But oh, kdy, thou lakeU dcnni my merry part, 

[Exit. 


Enter Witty pate. 

IVitfy, Friend I 
Cunn. Here, friend. 

JVitty. All is a-foot, and will go smooth away: 
The woman has conquer’d the women, they arc 
gone, 

Which I have already complain’d to my father, 
Suggesting that Sir Gregoiy is fall’n off 
From his charge, for neglects and ill usage, 

And that he is most violently bent 
On Gentry’s wife (whom 1 have call’d a widow) 
And that without most sudden prevention 
He will be married to her. 

Cunn. ’Foot, all this is wrong I 
This wings his pursuit, and will be before me: 

I am lost for ever! 

JVitty. No; stay! you shall not go 
But with my father: On my wit let it lie; 

You shall appear a friendly assistant, 

To help in all affairs, and in execution 
Help yourself only. 

Cunn. ’Would my belief 
Were strong in this assurance! 

JVitty. Y.ou shall credit it. 

And my wit shall be your slave, if it deceive you— 
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Enter Oldcrafi. 

I 

My father I 

OLdc» Oh, sir, you are well met! Where’s the 
knight, 

Your friend ? 

Cunn, Sir, I think your son has told you. . 
JVitty. Shall I stand to telft again ? 1 *tell you 
he loves, 

But not my kinswoman; her base usage, and 
Your slack performance, which he accuses most 
Indeed, has turn’d the knight’s heart upside down. 

Oldc» I’ll curb her fort: Can he be but recover’d, 
He shall have her, and she shall be dutiful, 

And love him as a wife too. 

JFitfy. With that condition, sir, 

I dare rccal him were he enter’il the church, 

So much interest of lov’c I assure in him. 

Otdc. Sir, it shall be no loss to you if you do. 
JFilty. Ay, but these are words still; will not 
the deeds be wanting 
At the recovery, if it should be again? 

Oldt\ Why, here, fool, I am provided! five 
hundred 

In earnest of the thousands in the dower ; 

But were they married once, 

I’d cut him short enough, that’s my agreement. 
IFitiy, Ay, now I perceive some purpose in 
you, father. 

Oldc. But wherefore is she then stol’n out of 
doors 

To him ? 

Witty, To him ? Oh, fy upon your error! 

She has another object, believe it, sir. 

Oldc. I never could perceive it. 
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Cwww. I did, sir; and to her shame I should 
speak it, 

To my own sorrow I saw it, dalliance, 

Nay, dotaofe, with a very clown, a fool. 

0/cIc. Wit and wantonness ;' nothing else, no¬ 
thing: else: 

She love a fool ? she’ll sooner make a fool 
Of a wise man. 

Curm. Ay, iny friend complains so; 

Sir Gregory says flatly, she makes a fool of him, 
And these bold circumstances are approved: 
Favours have been sent by him, yet he, ignorant 
Whither to carry ’em, they have been understood, 
And taken from him : Certain, sir, there is 
An unsuspected fellow lies conceal’d, 

What, or where’er he is ; these slight neglects 
Could not be of a knight else. 

0/dc. Well, sir, you have promised (if we reco¬ 
ver him 

Unmarried) to salve all these old bruises? 

Cumi. I’ll do my best, sir. 

0/^/c. I shall thank you costly, sir, and kindly too. 
Will you talk away the time here, sir, 
and come 

Behind all your purposes ? 

O/dc. Away, good sir! 

jrith/ Then stay a little, good sir, for my advice. 
Why, father, are you broke ? your wit beggar’d ? 
Or are you at your wits* end? or out of love with 
wit ? 

No trick of wit to surprise those designs, 

But with open hue and cry, 

For all the world to talk on ? This is strange! 

You were not wont to slubber a project so. 


* Wit and wantons ?] Corrected silently in 17 jO. 
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Oldc, Can you help at a pinch now ? shew 
yourself 

illy son ? Go to ! I leave this to your wit, 
Because I’ll make a proof on’t. 

fVitty, ’Tis thus then ; 

I have had late intelligence, they are now 
Buxom as Bacchus* froes, ® revelling, dancing, 
Telling the music’s numbers with their feet, 
Awaiting the meeting of premonish’d friends. 
That is questionless, little dreading you ; 

Now, sir, with a dextrous trick indeed, sudden 
And sufficient, were well, to enter on 'em 
As something like the abstract of a masque; 
What though few persons r if best for our purpose, 
That commends the project. 

Oldc. This takes up time. 

Witty. Not at all; I can presently furnish 
With loose disguises that shall (it that scene. 
Oldc. Why, what wants then ? 

Witty, Nothing but charge of music; 

That must be paid, you know. 

Oldc. That shall be my charge ; I will pay the 
music, 

Whate’er it cost. 

Witty, And that shall be all your charge. 

Now on! I like it; there’ll be wit in’t, father, 

d'ciint Oldcraft and Wittypate. 
Cunn , I will neither distrust his wit nor friend¬ 
ship ; 

Yet if his master-brain should be o’erthrown, 

My resolution now shall seize mine own. [E,vit. 

® Buxom as Bacchus* froes.] That is, like Bacchantes; from 
being the Dutch fur women. 
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SCENE 11. 


Another in the same. 


Enter Niece^ Lady Ruinous, Guardianess, Sir Ru¬ 
inous, and PuisciAN, {xvith instruments) masqued. 

L. Ruin. Nay, let’s have music; let that sweet 
breath at least 

Give us her airy welcome ! 'twill be the best 
I fear this ruin’d receptacle will yield ; 

But that most freely. 

Niece, My welcome follows me, 

Else I am ill come hither: You assure me 
Still Master Cunningham will be here, and that it 
was 

His kind entreaty that wish’d me meet him. 

L. Ruin. Else let me be that shame unto my sex. 
That all belief may fly ’em. 

Niece Continue still 
The knight’s name unto my Guardianess; 

She expects no other. 

Z. Ruin, He will, he will; assure you, 

Lady, Sir Gregory will be here, and siwldenly; 
This music fore ran him : Is’t not so, consorts ? 
Ruin. Yes, lady; 

He sta\s on some device to bring along; 

Such a labour he was busy in, some witty device. 
NieCe. ’Twill be long ere he comes then, for 
wit’s a great labour to him. 

Guard. Well, well, you’ll agree better one day. 
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Niece. Scarce two, I think. 

• Guard. Such a mock-beggar suit of clothes as 
’ ^ led me 

Into the fool’s pair o’ dice, with deuce ace, 

He that would make memistress Cun, Cun, Cunnie, 
He’s quite out of my mind, but I shall ne’er 
Forget him while 1 have a hole in my head : 

Such a one I think would please you better, 
Though he did abuse you. 

Rui?i. Fy ! speak well of him now, 

Your Niece has quitted him. 

Guard. I hope she has. 

Else she loses me for ever. But, for Sir Gregory, 
’Would he were come; I shall ill answer this 
Unto your uncle else. 

Niece. You know ’tis his pleasure 
I should keep him company. 

Guard. Ay, and should be your own. 

If you did well too. Lord, I do wonder 
At the niceness of your ladies now-a-days, 

They must have husbands with so much wit for¬ 
sooth— 

Worship and wealth were both wont to be 
In belter request, Fm sure : 1 cannot tell, but they 
Get ne’er the wiser children that I see. 

L.Ruin. La, la, la,sol! this music breathes in vain, 
Methinks ’tis dull to let it move alone; 

Let’s have a female motion ; ’tis in private. 

And we’ll grace it ourselves, however it deserves. 
Niece. What say you, Guardianess ? 

Guard. ’Las, I’m weary with the walk, 

J\Iy jaunting days are done. 

L. Ruin. Come, come, we’ll fetch her in by 
course, or else 
She shall pay the music. 

Guard. Nay, I’ll have a little for my money then. 

\They dance^ a cornet is winded^ 

S A 
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L. Ruin. Hark ! upon my life, the knight! it 
is your friend; 

This was the warning-piece of his approach. 

EnterOLTycRKYT^ Wittypate, nwdCuNNINGHAM, 
masquedj and take them to dance, 

Ila! no words but mum! Well, then we shall need 
No counsel-keeping. 

Niece, Cunningham ? 

Cunn, Yes; fear nothing. 

Niece. Fear? why do you tell me of it? 

Cunn. Your uncle’s here. 

Niece, Ay, me ! 

Peac c! 

Oldc, M^e have caught ’em. 

JVitty. Thank my wit, father. 

Guard. Which is the knight, think you ? 

Niece. I know not; he will be found when he 
speaks; 

No masque can disguise his tongue. 

Witty. Are you charged ? 

Oldc. Are you awake? 

Witty. Tm answer’d in a question. 

Cunn, Next change we meet, we loose our hands 
no more. 

Niece. Are you prepared to tie em ? 

Cunn. Yes.—You must go with me. 

Guard. Whither, sir? Not from my charge, be¬ 
lieve me. 

Cunn, She goes along. 

Niece, Will you venture, and my uncle here ^ 
Cunn, His stay’s prepared for. 

Guard. ’ Hs the knight sure; I will follow. 
{Exeunt Cunningham, Niece, andGuardianesb. 
Oldc. How now ? the music tired before us ? 

J.» Ruin, Yes, sir; we must be paid now. 
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TFitty, Oh, that’s my charge, father. 

*Oldc. But stay! where are our wanton ladies 
gone ? 

Son, where are they ? 

IVitty, Only changed the room in a change; 
that’s all, sure. 

Oldc, I’ll make ’em all sure else, and then re¬ 
turn to you. 

L. Ruin. You must pay for your music first, sir. 
Oldc Must f 

Are there musty fiddlers ? are beggarschusers now ? 
Ha “ Why, Wittypate! son ! where am I ? 
nitty. You were dancing e'en now, in good 
measure, sir: 

Is your health miscarried since ? what ail you, sir.? 
Olac. ’Death, I max be gull'd to my face ! Where’s 
my Niece ? 

What are you ? 

Z. Ruin. None of } our Niece, sir. 

Olcic. How now : 

Have you loud instruments too r I will hear 
No more, I thank you. What have I done, tro, 
To bring these fears about me ^ Son, where am I ? 
jyilty. Not where you should be, sir; you should 
be paying 

For your music, and you arc in a maze. 

Oldc. Oh, is it so ? Put up, put up, I pray you ; 
Here’s a crown for you. 

Z. Rum. Pish, a crown } 

L. Ruin. Pris. Ha, ha, ha ! a crown ? 

Oldc. Wdiich way do you laugh 1 have seen 
a crown 

Has made a consort laugh heartily. 

Witty. Father, 


9 Which awV j/oM laugh i. e. Whether in jest or earnest.— 
Sj/ flip so/I. 


1 
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To tell you truth, these are no ordinary 
Musicians ; they expect a bounty above 
Their punctual desert. 

OM\ A pox on your punks and their deserts- 
too! 

Ain I not cheated, all this while, think you? 

Is not 3 ^our pate in this ? 

JrUtj/. If you be cheated, 

You are not to be indicted for your own goods; 
Here you trifle time, to market your bounty, 

And make it base, when it must needs be free, 
Tor aught I can perceive. 

Oldc, Will you know the lowest price, sir? 
Witty, That I will, sir, with all iny heart. 

\Talks apart to them, 

Oldc. Unless 

I was discover’d, and they now fled home 
Again for fear, I am absolutely beguiled; 

That’s the best can be hoped for. 

Witty, Taith, ’tis somewhat too dear yet, gen¬ 
tlemen. 

L, Ruin. There’s not a denier to be bated, sir. 
Oldc. Now, sir, how dear is it? 

Witty. Bate but the other ten pound. 

Pris. Not a bawbee, sir. 

Oldc. How! bate ten pound ? What is the whole 
sum then ? 

Witty. Faith, sir, a hundred pound; with much 
ado, 

I got fifty bated; and, faith, father, to say truth, 
Tis reasonable for men of their fashion. 

Oldc. La, la, la, down! ahundred pound! la, la, la, 
You arc a consort of thieves, are you not ? 

Witty. No; musicians, sir;* I told you before. 


* You arc a consort of thieves^ are you not f 
Witty. No ; musicians, sir.] See p. 359. 
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Oldc. Fiddle faddle ! 

Isf^t not a robbery ? a plain robbery ? 

^ Jfitly. No, 

No, no, by no means, father; you have received 
For your money, nay, and that you cannot give 
back: 

Tis somewhat dear, I confess; but who can help it ? 
If they had been agreed with beforehand— 
Twas ill forgotten. 

Oldc, And how many shares have you in this ? 
I see 

My force! case up your instruments. I yield; here 1 
As robb’d and taken from me, I deliver it. 

{Gives the money,, 
[fitly. No, sir, you have perform’d your pro¬ 
mise now, 

Which was, to pay the charge of music, that’s all. 
Oldc, I have heard no music, I have received 
none, sir. 

There’s none to be found in me, nor about me. 

Jfitly. Why, sir, here’s witness ’gainst you, you 
have danced. 

And he that dances acknowledges a receipt 
Of music. 

Oldc. I deny that, sir: Look you! I can dance 
without 

Music ; do you see, sir ? And I can sing without 
it too. 

You are a consort of thieves! Do you hear what 
Ido? 

Witty, Pray take you heed, sir, if you do move 
The music again, it may cost you as much more! 

Oldc. Hold, hold ! I’ll depart quietly. 

I need not bid you farewell, I think now, 

So long as that hundred pound lasts with you. 

[Going, 
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Enter Guardianess, 

Ha, ha! am I snapt i’faith ? 

Guard. Oh, Sir Peifidious- 

Qldc. Ay, ay ; s<»me howling another while ! 
Music's too damnable dear. 

Guard. Oh, sir ! My heart-strings are broke! If 
I can hut live to tell you the tale, 1 care not I 

Your Niece, my charge, is- 

Oldc What ^ is she sick ? 

Guard. No, no, sir, she’s lustily well married. 
Oldc. fo whom ? 

Guard. Oh, to that cunning dissembler, Cun- 
ningliani. 

Okie I’ll hang the priest first ! What was he ? 
Guard. Your kinsman, sir, that has the Welch 
benefice. 

Oldc. I saved him from the gallows to that end: 
Good ! Is there an\ mrire ? 

Guard. And Sir Gregory is rriarried too. 

Oldc. To my Niece too, I hope, and then I may 
hang her. 

Guard. No, sir; to my niece, thank Cupid! 
And that’s all that’s likely to recover me; she’s 
Lady Fop now, and I am one of her aunts, 1 thank 
my promotion. 

Enter Crloulous, Cunningham, Niece, Ghego- 

iiY, and Mirabel. 

Cred. I have performed your behest, sir. 

Oldc. What have you perform’d, sir ? 

Witty. ’Faith, sir, I must excuse my cousin in 
this act, 

If you can excuse yourself for making him 
A priest; there’s the most difficult answer. 
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I put this practice on him, as from your desire: 
A* truth, a truth, father. 

Cred, I protest, sir, he tells you truth; 

He moved me to’t iii your name. 

Oldc, I protest, sir, 

lie told you a lie in my name ! and were you 
So easy, Master Credulous, to believe him ? 

Cred. If a man should not believe his cousin, sir, 
Whom should he believe ? 

OLdc. Good e’en to you, 

Good master cousin Cunningham ! and your fiiir 
bride, 

My cousin Cunningham too ! And how do you. 
Sir Gregory, with your fair lady? 

Greg, A little better than you would have had 
me, 1 thank you, sir! The days of puppy^ Tnwd slave, 
and rascaly are pretty well blown over now; I 
know crabs from verjuice, I have tried both : An 
thou’dst give me thy Niece for nothing, I’d not 
liave her. 

CuiDi, I think so. Sir Gregory; for my sake you 
Afould not. 

Greg. I would thou hadst ’scaped her too! and 
then she had died of the green-sickness. Know 
this, that 1 did marry in spite, and 1 will kiss my 
lady in spite, and love her in spite, and beget 
children of her in spite, and when I die,^they shall 
have my lands in spite ! This was my resolution, 
and now ’tis out. 

Niece, How spiteful are you now, Sir Gregory ! 
Why, look you, 1 can love my dearest husband, 
With all the honours, duties, sweet embraces, 
That can be thrown upon a loving man. 

Greg, Pox on’t, this is afore your uncle’s face; 
but behind his back, in private, you’ll shew him 
another tale! 

Cinin, You see, sir, now, the irrecoverable state 
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of all theso things before you. Come out of your 
muse ! They have been but wit-weapons; you 
were wont to love the play. 

0/(/c, Let me alone in my muse, a little, sir! 

I will wake to you anon. 

Enter Pompey. 

Cunn. Udso, your friend Pompey! How will 
you answer him? 

Niece. Very well; if you’ll but second it, and 
help me. 

Pompey, I do hear strange stories; Are ladies 
things obnoxious ? 

Niece. Oh, the dissembling falsest wretch is 
come I 

Cunn. How now, lady ? 

Niece. Let me come to him ! And instead of love 
Let me have revenge ! 

l^itty. Pray you now, 

Will you first examine whether he be 
Guilty or no. 

Niece. He cannot be excused!— 

How many messengers, thou perjured man, 

Hast thou return’d with vows and oaths, that thou 
Wouldst follow, and ne’er till this unhappy hour 
Could I set eye of thee, since thy false eye 
Drew mv heart to it ? Oh, I could tear thee now, 
Instead of soft embraces ! Pray give me leave- 

[Fifty. ’Faith, this was ill done of you, sir, if 
you promised otherwise. 

Pompey. By this hand, never any messenger 
came at me, since the first time I came into her 
company ! That a man should be wronged thus! 

Niece, Did not I send thee scarfs and diamonds? 
And thou return’dst me letters, one with a false 
heart in’t. 
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Witty. Oh, fy! to receive favours, return false¬ 
hoods, 

And hold a lady in hand- 

Pompey. Will you believe me, sir ? If ever I re¬ 
ceived diamonds, or scarf, or sent any letter to 
her, ’would this sword might ne’er go through me! 

Witty. Some bad messengers have gone be¬ 
tween you then. 

Niece. Take him from my sight I if I shall see 
to-morrow- 

Witty, Pray you forbear the place ! this discon¬ 
tent 

May impair her liealth much. 

Pompey. ’Foot, if a man had been in any fault, 
’twould ne’er have grieved him: Sir, if you’ll be¬ 
lieve— 

Witty, Nay, nay, protest no more; I do believe 
you: 

But you see how the lady is wrong’d by’t; 

She has cast away herself, ’tis to be fear’d. 
Against her uncle’s will, nay, any consent, 

But out of a mere neglect, and spite to herself. 
Married suddenly without any advice, 

Pompey. Why, who can help it ? if she be cast 
away, she may thank herself: She might have 
gone further and fared worse. I could do no more 
than I could do : ’Twas her own pleasure to com¬ 
mand me, that 1 should not come till I was sent 
for; I had been with her every minute of an hour 
else 

Witty. Truly T believe you. 

Pompey. Night and day she might have com¬ 
manded me, and that she knew well enough; I 
said as much to her between her and I; yet I pro¬ 
test, she’s as honest a lady for my part; that I’d 
say, if she would see me bang’d. If she be cast 
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away, I cannot help it; she might have stayed to 
have spoke with a man. '' 

Witty. Well, ’twas a hard miss on both parts.- 
Ponipey. So 'twas; I was within one of her, for 
all this cross luck; I was sure I was between the 
kni^;ht and home. 

Niece. Not gone yet ? Oh, my heart! none re¬ 
gard my health ? 

Witty, Good sir, forbear her sight awhile 1 You 
hear 

How ill she brooks it. 

Pompey. Foolish woman, to overthrow her for¬ 
tunes so ! I shall think the worse of a lady’s wit 
while I live for’t. 1 could almost cry for anger ! 
If she should miscarry now, ’twould touch my 
conscience a little , and who knows what love and 
conceit may do? what would people say as I go 
along ? ‘ There goes he that the lady died for love 
on 1 am sure to hear on’t i’ th’ streets; I sliall 
wefep beforehand. Foolish woman ! I do grieve 
more tor thee now, than I did love thee before. 
W^ell, go thy ways! Wouldst thou spare tjiy hus- 
banfl’s head, and break thine own heart, if thou 
hadst any wit r 1 would some other had been the 
cause of thy undoing; I shall be twitted i’ th’ 
teeth with it, I’m sure of that: Foolish lady! 

{Exit. 

Niece. So, so, this trouble’s w’cllshook off. 
Uncle, how do you ? There’s a dowry due, sir, 
Cunn. We have agreed it, sweetest, and find 
your uncle 

Fully recover’d, kind to both of us. 

Witty. To all the rest, I hope. 

Otde. Never to thee, nor thee, easy cousin Cre¬ 
dulous : 

Was your wit so raw ? 

Cred, ’Faith, yours, sir, so long season’d, 
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'Has been faulty too, and very much to blame, 
Speaking it with reverence, uncle. 

• Xireg, Yes, ’faith, sir, you have paid as dear for 
your time as any man here. 

Witty. Ay, sir, and I’ll reckon it to him. //»- 
primis, The first preface-cheat of a pair of pieces 
to tlie beggars; you-remember that; I was the 
example to your bounty there, I spake Greek and 
Syriac, sir; you understand me now. Next, the 
robbery put upon your indulgent cousin ; which 
indeed was no robbery, no constable, no justice, 
no thief, but all cheaters; there was a hundred 
mark, mark you that. Lastly, This memorable 
hundred pounds’ worth of music; this was both 
cheats and wit too. And for the assistance of this 


gentleman to my cousin (for which I am to have 
a fee,) that was a little practice of my wit, too, 
father. Will you come to composition yet, fa¬ 
ther?. 


Cmn, Yes, ’faith, sir, do! Two hundred a-year 
will be easier than so much weekly: I do not 
think he’s barren, if he should be put to’t again. 
Oldc, Why, this was the day 1 look'd for! Thou 
shalt have’t; 

And the next cheat makes it up three hundred— 
Live thou upon thy ten-pound vicarage; 

Thou get’st not a penny more; here’s thy full hire 


now. 


Cred. I thank you, sir. 

Witty. Why, there was the sum of all my wit, 
father. 

To shove him out of your favour, which 1 fear’d 
Would have disinherited me. 

Oldc. JMost certain it had, 

Had not thy wit recover’d it. Is there any here 
That had a hand with thee? 


Witty, Yes, all these, sir. 
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Oldc, Nephew, part a hundred pound amongst 
’em; 

I’ll repay it. Wealth love me as I love wit, whfen 
1 die, 

I’ll build an alms-house for decayed wits! 

Greg* I’ll entertain one in my lifetime : Scho¬ 
lar, you shall be my chaplain ; I have the gift of 
twenty benefices, simple as I am here. 

Pris. Thanks, my great patron ! 

Cunn, Sir, your gentry and your name shall 
both be raised as high as my fortunes can reach 
*em, for your friend’s sake. 

Witty. Something 

Will be in my present power, the future more; 
You shall share with me. 

Rum. and Z. Ruin. Thanks, worthy gentlemen. 
Niece, Sir, I would beg one thing of you. 

Greg. You can beg nothing of me. 

Witty. Oh, sir! if she begs, there’s your power 
over her. 

Greg. She has begg’d me for a fool already,* 
but ’tis no matter.. 

I have begg’d her fora lady, that she might have 
been; 

That’s one for another. 

Witty. Nay, but if she beg- 

Gf'eg. Let her beg again then. 

Niece. That your man Pompey’s coat 
May come over his ears back again; I would not 
He should be lost for my sake. 

Greg, Well, 'tis granted, 

For mine own sake. 

Mir. ril entieat it, sir. 

* She has begg*d me for a fool already.] It has been befoie 
observed, that the waulship of idiots was sold or given away to 
courtiers, and other applicants, bv the king and the court ol waids. 

0 . 
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Gfeg. Why then, *tis granted for your sake. 

“ Otdc. Come, come, 

Down with all weapons now ! ’tis music time, 

So it be purchased at an easy rate: 

Some have received the knocks, some given the 
hits, 

And all concludes in love; there’s happy wits! 

\Exeunh 



EPILOGUE, 

AT THE REVIVING OF THIS PLAT. 

We need not tell you, gallants, that this night 
The wit-> have jnnrip’d, or that the scenes hit right. 
'Twouhl be but labour lost for to excuse 
What Fletchei had do in : His brisk muse 
Was so mercurial, that if he but writ 
An act or two. the whole play rose up wit# 

Wc’ll noi appeal ynlo those gentlemen 
.ludge by their clothes, if they sit light, nor when 
'J’hc ladies sm.lc*, and with their fans delight 
To whisk a clinch aside, then all goes light: 

’Twas well received before, and we dare say, 

\ ou now are welcome to no vulgar play. 
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This Tragedy is the undoubted production of Beaumont and 
Fletcher conjointly; and, as we are informed by Oldys, in his MS. 
notes on Langbaine, that it was acted at court in 1613, we may 
confidently assign the date of its original representation to that 
year. It was entered on the stationers’ books April 24, l6l5, 
but not printed till l625. A second impression appeared in l630, 
and a third in l635. In the title-pages it is said to have been 
‘‘ often acted with great applause by the Children of the Revels 
and indeed its popularity seems to have been very great before 
the rebellion. It was acted by the Queen of Bohemia’s servants, 
at court, in 1624, and in 1639 declared to be the property of 
the Cockpit in Drury-Lane, together with other plays. After the 
Restoration this tragedy seems to have sunk into neglect, which, 
in the present instance, was certainly not undeserved. 

Judging from the evidence of the difference of Beaumont’s and 
of Fletcher’s versification, we may conclude that the first half was 
chiefly produced by the former, and the greater part of the last by 
the latter. 

Whether we take into consideration the absurdity of the plot, 
the motives by which the persons of the drama are actuated, 
or the deficiency of interest in the incidents*, this tragedy may, 
without injustice, be condemned to the lowest rank among the 
plays of our authors. Criticism would be wasted in attempting to 
point out the ludicrous extravagance of the general design, and 
the unhappy failure of judgment, which led the poets to squander 
a very considtrabic portion of poetical imagery, and harmony of 
versification, upon such a subject. The characters could not, of 
course, be painted with appropriate diversity where the principal 
actors were under the constraint of supernatural influence. The 
tale might have given a good subject for a mythological comedy, 
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] ike that of A mphj ti ion; but the dotage of an old king on his son s ^ 
antiquated whore, and that of his beautiful daughtelr on a lump 
of deformity, is altogether unworthy ol the tragic muse. TheitT 
aie a few scenes which would havc/deserved a distinguished p.ace 
in a tragedy founded on a less objectionable basis. Some of the 
distracted speeches of Leucippus are highly eloquent; and the 
scene in the last act, where Urania falls a sacrifice to the ven¬ 
geance of Cupid, reminds us of the tender aflection of Bellaiio to 
Pliilaster, and dees not lose much by the comparison. On the 
other hand, the riot of the citizens, and their petty squabbles 
amongst themselves, are very humorously set forth in the last act. 

7”he poets were probably induced to select this subject for the 
plot of their tragedy, by the great popularity of the romance from 
which it is taken. And it is not a little singular, that the excel¬ 
lent dramatic author, Shirfey, selected the same plot tor his 
tiagedy ol Aiidromaiia, and succeeded no belter thuii his prede¬ 
cessors. The following story, In the second book of Sir Philip 
Sidney’s Arcadia, furnished the plot ol both tiagedies; 

“ Of late Iheie leigncd a king in Lydia, who had, for the bless¬ 
ing of his maniagp, tins only daughter of Ins, Erona, a piinccss 
w’orthv loi hei beauty as much praise as beauty may be praise- 
norlhy. 'Ihis piiiicess, Erona, being nineteen years of age, seeing 
the counlrv of Ljdia so much devoted to Cnpid, as that in every 
place his naked pictures and images were superstitiously adored, 
(either moved to it by the esteeming that it could be no godhead 
which could brml wickedness, or the shamcfasi con-ideration ot 
such nakedness,) procured so much of her father as utterly to 
pull down and deface all those statues and pictures. Which how 
terribly he punished, (for to that the Lydians ifnpute it,) (puckly 
after appealed.''—But it is necessary to abridge the story, as bir 
Philip, whatever his other merits are, is certainly a diffuse and 
even tedious narrator.-Erona was punished for the sacrilege she 
had committed, by falling desperately in love with Antiplnlus, tlie 
son of her nurse. Accordingly, when her father offered to wed her 
to Tiridates, king of Armenia,.she refused it; and neither the le- 
ported death of her lover, nor his mock execution, could divert 
her love. She endeavoured to take away her life, and thus send 
her soul at least to be married in the eternal church with him. 
This occasioned the death of her father, and Erona, inhciitn\y he 
kingdom, endeavoured by all means to obtain her desires. Im- 
dates invaded and wasted the country, and besieged bei in her 
best city. Wusidorus and Pyrocles, the princes of lh#s><aJia and 
Wacedoii, came to her relief, and had defeated her adversary, if 
Plangus, general of Tiridates’ horse, had not retrieved the battle. 
The latter then ofi’ered a challenge of three princes in Ins retinue 
against the two princes and Antiplnlus. Musidorus and Pyiocles 
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slew their adversaries; but Plangus took Antipliilus prisoner, whom 
Tiridates threatened to hang before the walls. By the valour of her 
two confederates, her lover was rescued and Tiridates slain. Plan¬ 
gus was only son to the king of Iberia by his queen, who died in , 
^iid-birth. He was deeply in love with the wile of a private citi- 
acn, and his lather having discovered his passion, disguised himself, 
discovered the lovers together, and laid his “ threatenings upon her, 
and upon him reproaches." The prince endeavoured to plant a 
more favourable opinion of her in bis father’s mind, and praised 
her chastity and resistance to his wishes so strongly that the old 
king fell violently in* love with her, and, sending his son to a dis¬ 
tant province which had rebelled, pbed his suit so earnestly, that 
she, whose husband died very conveniently, became liis queen, 
and bore him a son and a daughter. When Plangus returned, she 
attempted to induce him to resume their criminal intercourse; 
but, finding him absolute in his refusal, she resolved upon revenge. 
This she commenced by praising him extravagantly to the king, 
and thus gradually awakening his jealousy. She not only extolled 
his beauty and superior accomplish ijien Is, but suborned one of her 
servants to intimate the extreme atlection of the Iberians to the 
prince, and their weariness of the old king*!* government. The 
queen now engaged some of the principal men of the country to 
propose to the king to make Plangus joint ruler in the kingdom. 
She sent her chief counsellor to intimate to the prince that his life 
was sought; and when she found that he still would not quit the ' 
kingdom, she informed him by the same messenger that he should 
himself be witness of the plots meditated against him. Plangus, 
who, on account of the lateness of the night, was armed, was ac¬ 
cordingly conducted into a room adjoinirig the presence. The 
queen now fell distractedly atthejqet of the king, and declared 
that she was weary of her life, as she'must either conceal his death 
or accuse his son, who had plotted to murder bim> At the 
same time her accomplice entered the room, crying he had 
observed an armed assassin in the next apartmenl. The king called 
for his guard, and, entering the room, found Plangus, and condemn¬ 
ed him to death. But his friends and followers rescued bjm from 
the prison, and he fled to the court of his uncle Tiridati^s, where he 
remained seven years. Palladius, the son of the new queen, was now 
proclaimed heir to the kingdom of Iberia.—The remainder of the 
story bears no similarity to the plot of Cupid’s llevenge ; but, by 
the above abstract, it will be seen that our authors followed the 
circumstances of Sii Philip Sidney's story, lylth considerable varia¬ 
tions indeed ; but that, in many of the chief incidents tfieir absur? 
dities may justly be ascribed to tl'eir veneration for the Arcadia. 



DRAMATIS PERSONS 


Cupid. 

Leontius, the old duke' of Lycia. 

Leucippus, sofi to the duke. 

Ismeniis, nephew to the duke. 

Telamon, a Lycian lord, 

Dorialus, ^ 

Asrenor, > courtiers, 

Nisijs, > 

Timantus, a mllamous sycophant, 

Zoilus, Leucippus's dwarf, 

]Si ilo, sent in commission to pull down Cupidfs images, 
Priest to Cupid, 

Four young Men and Maids, 

Four Citizens. 

Hidaspes, daughter to tfw duke, 

}” attendants, 

Baclia, a strumpet, 

Urania, her daughter, 

Bacha’s Maid. 

Urania’s Maid, 

Servants and Attendants. 

♦ 

^ SCENE, —Lycia. 

* There is a great and irremediable confusion in this play. 
]>< Hus is sometin^es called duke, at others, king ofLycia; Ba- 
cba, after her marriage to Leontius, queen and duchess, and Leu* 
l»ppu», prince and marquis. 



CUPID’S REVENGE. 


ACT I. SCENE 1. 


An Apartment in the Palace. 


Enter Dorialus, Agenor, 

Agenor. Trust me, my lord Dorialua, I had miss¬ 
ed of this, if you had not called me; 1 thought the 
princess’s birth-day had been to-morrow. 

Nisus, Why, did your lordship sleep out the day? 

Dor. I marvel what the duke meant to make 
such an idle vow. 

Nisus. Idle ? why ? 

Dor. Is’t not idle, to swear to grant his daugh¬ 
ter any thing she shall ask on her birth-day ? she 
may ask an impossible thing; and I pray Heaven 
she do not ask an unfit thing, at one time or other; 
Tis dangerous trusting a man’s vow upon the dis¬ 
cretion of his daughter. 

Age. I wonder most at the marquis her brother, 
who is always vehemently forward to have her 
desires granted. 
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Dor. He’s acquainted with ’em before. 

Age. She’s doubtless very chaste and virtuous. 
Dor. So is Leucippus her brother, 

Msus. She’s twenty years old; I wonder she 
ask not a,husband. 

Dor, That were a folly in her, having refused 
all the great princes in one part of the world ; 
she’ll die a maid. 

Age. She may ask but once, may she ? 

Nims. A hundred times this day, if she will: 
And, indeed, every day is such a day ; for though 
the duke has vowed it only on this day, he keeps 
it every day; he can deny her nothing. 

Cornets, Enter Hidaspes^^eucippus, Leontius, 
Tuiantus, ij'wd Telamon. 

Leon, Come, fair Hidaspes! thou art duchess 
to-day. 

Ai t thou prepared to ask } thou know’st my oath 
Will force performance. And, Leucippus, if 
She now ask aught that shall or would have per¬ 
formance 

After my death, when hy the help of Heaven 
This land is thine, accursed be thy race. 

May every one forget thou art my son, 

And so their own obedience- 

Leiic. Mighty sir, 

I do not wish to know that fatal hour, 

That is to make me king: But if I do, 

I shall most heartily, (and like a son) 

Perform your grants to all, chiefly to her.— 
Remember that you ask what we agreed upon. 

[Apart to her. 

Leon, Are you prepared ? then speak. 

Hid. Most foyal sir, 

I am prepared, nor shall my will exceed 
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A virgin’s l^ounds; what'I request shall both 
At once bring me [and you] a full content.* 

Leon. So it ever does. 

Thou only comfort of my feeble age, 

Make known thy good desire ! for I dare.swear 
Thou lovest me. 

Hid. This is it I beg, 

And on my knees : The people of your land, 

Tlic Lycians, are, through all the nations • 
That know their name, noted to have in use 
A vain and fruitless superstition ; 

So much more hateful, that it bears the show 
Of true religion, and is nothing else 
But a self-pleasing bold lasciviousness. 

Leoiu What is it? 

Hid, Many ages before this, 

When every man got to himself a trade, 

And was laborious in that chosen course, 

Hating an idle life far worse than death, 

Some one that gave himself to wine and sloth, 
Which breed lascivious thoughts, and found him¬ 
self 

Contemn’d for that by every painful man,* 

■^. 4*5 % 

* - luhat I request shall hath 

At once bring me a full content ] The words in brackets 
evidently been dropt at the press. Their insertion was piuposed 
by Mason. The context proves the propriety of the variation, 
particularly the answer of Leontius. 

* And found himself conjoin'd. 

For that hij every painful man,'] I know no meaning of the 
word conjoin’d that will suit the context, condemn’d is the naturSl 
word.—Our poets* scheme in this play (which has many excellent 
things in it) seems to me quite amazing. That this just speech 
should he cstetmed such an act of real impiety, as to receive the 
most shocking punishment, ending in the murder and utter cxlir- 
palion of the whole family, is surely a strange outrage on poetical" 
justice, as well as on all tike circle of moral virtues.—I find Mr 
Theobald has prevented me in the correction above, and Mr 
SympsoQ has sitice sent me his reading, con^mnd. — Seuard, 
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To take his stain away, framed to himself 
A god, whom he pretended to obey. 

In being thus dishonest; for a name 
He call’d him Cupid. This created god 
(Man’s nature being ever credulous 
Of any vice that takes part with his blood) * 

Had ready followers enow; and since 
In every age they grew, especially 
Amongst your subjects, who do yet remain 
Adorers of that drowsy deity. 

Which drink invented; and the winged boy 
(For so they call him) has his sacrifices/ 


The next line rather warrants contemn*d than cond&m*d.~—l£Am 

irrs. f 

The editors are clearly right in reading Q(mtemn*d instead of con¬ 
join'd . every gainful man iiicans, every laborious man who takes 
pains to fulfil the duties of his profession. 

Seward, in his note, accuses the poets of an outrage on poetical 
justice by making this just speech to be esteemed such an act of 
impiety as to involve the extirpation of her and her family; but 
he surely must have forgot that the Lycians were pagans, that Cu¬ 
pid was their tutelar deity, and that therefore this just speech, as 
he calls it, must have been the tnost horrid blasphemy, and the 
^subsequent proceedings to which it prompted highly sacrilegious. 
—ilfarow. 

^ * 

3 Blood.'\ That is, nature or disposition. So in Shakspeare's 
Yorkshire Tragedy 

“ For 'tis our blood to love what we*re forbidden." 

♦ —— and the winged hoy, 

(For so they call him) has his sacrifices, 

These loose naked statues through the land. 

And in every village, ndy the palace 
Is not freefrom 'em.-—] Here are certainly deficiencies both 
in measuie and sense: The change of points, the removal of the 
and from the beginning of one line to the line above it, and the ad¬ 
dition of a particle that adds strength to the sentiment, seems the 
most piobable method of restoring the original.—Seward. 

The transposition of the and is evidently right; but the addition 
of self to palate in the fourth line does not sound like the language 
of our authors, and is at; best unneqe^Aiy to the sejnse. 
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And th^^tloose naked statues through the land. 

In every village^ nay the^palace 

Is *not free from *em. This is my request, 

That these erected obscene images 

May be pluck’d down and burnt, and every man 

That oifers to ’em any sacrifice 

May lose his life. . , 

Zeon. But be advised, 

My fairest daughter • If he be a god, 

He will express it upon thee, my child ; 

Which Heaven avert! 

Leuc. There is no such power; 

But the opinion of him fills the land 

With lustful sins: Every young man and maid, 

That feel the least desire to one another. 

Dare not suppress it, for they think it is 
Blind Cupid's motion; and he'is a god! 

Zeon. This makes our youth unchaste: 1 am re¬ 
solved.— 

Nephew Ismenus, break the statues down 
Here in the palace, and command the city 
To do the like: Let proclamations 
Be drawn, and hastily sent through the land, 

To the same purpose I 

Ism. Sir, I’ll break down none 
Myself, but Til deliver your command: 

Hand I’ll have none in’t, for I like it not. 

[Esit Ismenus. 

Zeon. Go, and command it.—Pleasure of my life, 
Wouldst thou aught else } Make many thousand 
suits; 

They must and shall be granted. 

Hid. Nothing else. 

Zeon. But go and meditate on other suits; 
Some six days hence I’ll give thee audience again, 
And, by a new oath, bind myself to keep it. 

Ask largely for thyself: Dearer than life, 

8 
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[Act I. 


In whom I may be bold to call myself T' 

More fortunate than any in my age, 

I will deny thee nothing! 

Leuc. Twas well done, sister. 

\EcceiLnt all but Douialus, Aoenor, and 
, Niius, 

Nisus, tloy;r like you this request, my lord ? 
Dor, I know not yet, I am so full of wonder ! 
We shall be gods ourselves shortly, 

An we pull ’em out of Heaven o’ this fashion. 
Age. We shall have wenches now when we can 
catch ’em, 

An we transgress thus, 

Nisus, An w'e abuse the gods once, ’tis a.justice 
We should be held at hard meat. Eor my part. 

I’ll e’en make ready for mine own aflection; 

I know the god incensed must send a hardness 
Through all good women’s hearts, and then we 
have brought 

Our eggs and muscadine to a fair market: 

’Would I had given an hundred pound for a tolera¬ 
tion. 

That I might but use my conscience in*minc own 
house! 

Dof\ The duke, he’s old and past it; he would 
never 

Have brought such a plague upon the land else; 
’Tis worse than sword and famine! Yet, to say 
truth. 

We have deserved it^ we have lived so wickedly. 
Every man at his livery; and ’would that 
Would have sulhced us ! we murmured at 
This blessing, that ’twas nothing; * and cried out 

I 

* murmured at this blessing, that was nothing^ The cor¬ 
rection in the text was proposed by Mason very judiciously, as the 
meaiiing of the text is evidently, that they cousidered this blessing 
as of no value, and cried out to the gods for endless pleasw^s* 
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To the for endless pleasures: He heard us, and 
Supplied us, andour women were new still, 

As we needed ’em ; yet we, like beasts. 

Still cried, “ Poor men can number their whores, ^ 
give us 

Abundance !^’ we had it, and this curse withal. 
Age. By’r lady, we are like to hay^a IpngLent 
. on’t ; ^ ^ *4 

Flesh shall be flesh now! Gentlemen, I had rather 
Have anger’d all the gods than that blind gunner* 
I remember, once the people did but slight him 
In a sacrifice, and what follow’d: Women kept 
Their houses, grew good huswives, honest for¬ 
sooth ! 

Was not that fine? wore their own faces,’ nay. 
They [let us] weargay clothes without surveying; 
And, which was most lamentable, they loved their 
husbands. 

Nisus, I do remember it to my giief, 

* Poor men cgn number their woers.] Woets for mistresses w 
uncommon, but a wuid veiy near it is quite suitable to the cha¬ 
racter of the speaker, whores. After 1 had inserted this in the 6ext, 
1 found in Mr Theobald's margin another conjecture, weathers for 
woersf with a Latin quotation, Pavferisest numerate pecus, as a 
proof of it. But my conjecture is much nearer the trace of the 
letters, as well as a more natural expression ; for weathei s, being of 
the masculine gender, will never suit this place, though pecus might. 
—Sewai d. 

y IVore theii own facesj 
I’ho' they wear gay clothes without surveyings 
And, which was most lamentabl , 

They loxed their husbands.^ The reader will find the metre 
here easily restoied, but the sense, which seems quite lust in the 
second line, is not so readily.recovered. The only conjectiiie that 
seems tolerable is what I vcnruie into the text with great difiidence, 
but the reader had better have even a false reading with sense, 
than one without it.—Seroard. 

Seward’s alterations certainly afford a shade of sense, but*! 
should suspect the loss of a w^le linuaftef the woids—** wore 
their own * 
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Young maids were as cold as cucumbers,’ 

And much of that complexion ; bawds were abo¬ 
lish’d ; 

And (to which misery it must come again) 

There were no cuckolds. Well, we had need to 
pray ", 

To keep these devils from us; the times grow 
mischievous!— 

There he goes ! Lord ! 

Enter one with an Image, and passes over the Stage. 

This is a sacrilege I have not heard of! 

’Would I were gelt, that I might not feel what 
follows. 

./ige. And I too. You shall see, within these few 
years, 

A fine confusion in the country; mark it! 

Nay, an we grow for to depose the powers, 

And set up Chastity again—Well, I have done I 
A fine new goddess certainly, whose blessings 
Are hunger and hard beds ! 

Nisus. This comes of fulness, 

A sin too frequent with us ; I believe now 
We shall find shorter commons. 

Dor. ’Would I were married! somewhat has 
some favour; 

The race of gentry will quite run out, now 
’Tis only left to husbands ; if younger sisters 
Take not the greater charity, 'tis lawful.* 

Ase. Well, let come what will come, I am but 
one,' 

And as the plague falls, I will shape ^self: 

4 

* - It yovitger 

Take uot tt e greate, charity, ’tis lawful.] Mason would read 
•^*Tis aujuf. but, 1 unduiutatwl lav^'ul in the old sense of 
loteablCf j^^nUerauon wilt be necessary. 
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If will honest, Fll be sound. 

If the god be not too unmerciful, 
ril lake a little still, where T can get it. 

And thank him, and say nothing. 

Nisus. This ill wind yet may blow the city good. 
And let them (if they can) get their own children, 
They haVc hung long enough in doubt: But, how¬ 
soever, ; ’ 

The old way was the surer; then they had ’em. 
Dor. Farewelli my lords! I’ll e’en take up what 
rent 

I can before the day; I fear the year 
Will fall out ill. 

Jge. We’ll with you, sir. And, Love, so favour 
us, 

As we arc still thy servants ! Come, my lords; 
Let’s to the duke, and tell him to what folly 
His doting'now has brought him. [Ejceunf* 


SCENE IL 


A Tmpk if Cupid. 


Enter Priest qf Cupid, with four young Men and 

Maids, 

Priest, Come, my children, let your feet 
In an even measure meet! 

And your chearful voices rise, 

For to present this sacrifice 
To great Cupid ! in whose name, 

I his priest begin the same. 
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Young men, take your loves and kiss; 

Thus our Cupid honour’d is. 

Kiss again, and in your kissing 
Let no promises be missing! 

Nor let any maiden here 
Dare to turn away her ear, 

Unto the whisper of her love ; 

But give bracelet, ring, or glove, 

As a token to her sweeting, 

Of an after secret meeting! 

Now, boy, sing, to stick our hearts 
Euller of great Cupid’s darts! 


‘ SOIVG. 

Lovers, rejoice! your pains shall be rewarded, 

The god oj love himself grieves at your crying: 

No more hhall frozen honour be regarded, 

Nor fhe coy faces oj a maid's denying. 

No more shall virgins sigh, and say ‘ ‘ We dare not, 
Tor men areJahe, and what they do they care notf 
All shall be well again ; then do not grieve ; 

Men shall be true, and women shall believe. 

Lovers, rejoice! what you shall say henceforth, 
When you have caught your sweethearts in your arms, 
ft shall he accounted oracle, and worth: 

No VW 1 e faint Aieai'ted girls shall dream of harms, 
And cry “ They ari too youngThe god hath said, 
Fifteen shall make a mother of a maid: 

Then, wise men, pull your roses yet unbbxvn ! 

Love hates the too-ripe fruit that falls abne, 

[A measure. 
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En ter Nilo and other Gentlemen. 

Wth. No more of this ! here break your rites 
for ever; 

The duke commands it so. Priest, do not stare ! 
I must deface your temple, though unwilling, 
And your god Cupid here must make a scarecrow, 
For any thing I know, or, at the best, 

Adorn a chimney-piece. • 

Priest. Oh, sacrilege unheard-of! 

Nilo. This will not help it.— 

Take down their images, and away with ’em !— 
Priest, change your coat, you had best; all service 
now 

Is given to men ; prayers above their hearing 
Will prove but babblings; learn to lie and thrive, 
’Twill prove your best profession : For the gods. 
He that lives by ’em now must be a beggar. 
There’s better holiness on earth, they say ; 

Pray God it ask not greater sacrifice ! Go home; 
And if your god be not deaf as well as blind, 

He will make some smoke for it. 

Gent. Sir- ■ e, . • 

Nilo. Gentlemen, 

There is no talking; this must be done and speedily: 
I have commission that I must not break. 

Gent. V'e are gone, to wonder what shall follow. 
Nilo. On 

To the next temple ! \Exeunt. 

Cornets, Cupid descends, 

Cupid. Am I then scorn’d? is my all-doing will 
And power, that knows no limit, nor admits none, 
Now look’d into by less than gods, and weaken’d ? 
Am I, whose bow struck terror through the earth 

12 
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No less than thunder, and in this exceeding 
Even gods themselves, whose knees before my 
altars, 

Now shook off?* and condemn’d by such, whose 
lives 

Are but my recreation ? Anger, rise! 

My sufferance and myself are made the subject 
Of sins against us. Go thou out, displeasure! 
Displeasure of a great god, fly thyself * 

Through all this kingdom; sow whatever evils 
Proud flesh is taking of, amongst these rebels; 
And on the first hearts that despise my greatness 
Lay a strange misery, that all may know 
Cupid’s Revenge is mighty! With this ajrow, 
Hotter than plagues of mine own anger, will I 
Now nobly right myself; nor shall the prayers, 
Nor sweet smokes on my altars, hold my hand. 
Till 1 have left this a most wretched land. 

[Ascends* 


9 zohose knees before my altars 

Now shook ojf.'\ There is, as Seward observes, “ a great de¬ 
ficiency here both in grammar and sense, and reason to suspect a 
whole line to have been lostwhich he supposes might have been 
like the following: 

whose knees before my altars 
In zealous supplication oft have bent.—Ed. 1778. 

Mason proposes to read— 

Even gods themselves, who*ve knelt before ray altars. 

But I perfectly agree with Seward that a whole line has been 
lost, and that which he proposes to substitute is not unhappily 
imagined. 

■ Displeasure of a gi eat gody fly thyself^ So quarto, [1635,] 
other copies, [quarto l630,] ; and Seward, from Theobald’ 

conjecture, reads Jltng, —Ed, 1778.', 
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SCENE III. 

A Room in the Palace. 


Enter Hidaspes and Cleophila. 

Hid. Cleophila, what was he that went hence ? 

Cleo. What means your grace now ? 

Hid. T mean that handsome man, 

That something more than man, I met at door. 

Cleo. Here was no handsome man. 

Hid. Come, he’s some one 
You would preserve in private %bjit you want 
Cunning to doit, and my eyes arftharper 
Than yours, and can with one negleOting glance 
See all the graces of a man. Who was it ? 

Cleo. That went hence now ? 

Hid. That went hence now ? ay, he! 

Cleo. ’Faith, here was no such one as your grace 
thinks: 

Zoiliis, your brother’s dwarf, went out but now. 

Hid 1 think ’twas he: How bravely he pass’d by 1 
Is he not grown a goodly gentleman ? 

Cleo. A goodly gentleman, madam ? He is 
The most deformed fellow in the land. 

Hid. Oh, blasphemy ! he may perhaps to thee 
Appear deformed, for he is indeed 
Unlike a man : His shape and colours are 
Beyond the art of painting; he is like 
Nothing that we have seen, yet doth resemble 
Apollo, as 1 oft have fanfcied him, 

VOL. XI. 2c, 
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When rising from his bed he stirs himself, 

And shakes day from his hair.* 

Cleo. He resembles Apollo’s recorder/ 

Hid. Cleophila, go send a page for him, 

And thou shall see thy error, and repent. 

[EHf Cleophila. 

Alas, what do I feel ? My blood rebels, 

And 1 am one of those I used to scorn : 

My maiden-thoughts are fled j * against myself 
I harbour traitors ; my virginity, 

That from my childhood kept me company, 

Is heavier than I can endure to bear. 

Forgive me, Cupid ! for thou art a god. 

And I a wretched creature ; I have sinn’d; 

But be thou merciful, and grant that yet 
I may enjoy what thou wilt have me love!‘ 

3 frUen rmtig from his bed^ &c.] Similar to this nobly-poeti- 
cal passage is the iolloiiliig, in The Marriage-Night, by Lord Falk¬ 
land: ^ 

** So bleaks the morning Forth of a crystal cloud, 

And so the sun ascends his ghtrenng chair. 

And from his burnished locks shakes duy nftouL"—Reed. 

The text is a beautiful image, woithy of Shakspeare himself. It 
has some resemblance to the following lines, in the twelfth £neid 
of Virgil— 

“ Poster a tix summos spargebat luntine monies 
Orta 'hes ; cum prmuni alto se, gurgite tollunt 
Sohs Equif lucemque elatis naribus efflant.'' 

But the passage before us is still more poetical.— Mason, 

Lord Falkland is evidently indebted to our poets for the image 
in the above lines. 

* He resembles ApoUo*s recorder.^ It has been observed be¬ 
fore th>t a recorder was a flageolet. 

^ My maiden-thoughts are fed against myself; 

1 harbour traitors in my virginity,'^ Corrected by Seward. 

* 1 may enjoy what thou wilt have me, Lmie.] As the address is 
to Love, comma and a great letttr was a material corruption 
here: Tcf ask Cupid to let her enjoy what he would have her cn- 
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Enter Ceeophila and Zk)rLus. 

i 

Cko, Zoilus is here, madam. 

Hid, He’s there indeed. 

Nowbe thine own judge! see, thou worse than mad, 
Is he deformed ? Look upon those eyes, 

That let all pleasure out into the world, 
Unhappy that they cannot see themselves! 

Look on his hair, that like so many beams, 
Streaking the east, shoot light o’er half the world! 
Look on him altogether, who is made 
As if two natures had contention 
About their skill, and one had brought forth him! 
Zoilus. Ha, ha, ha! 

Madam, though Nature hath not given me 
So much as others in my outward show, 

1 bear a heart as loyal unto you 
In this unsightly body (which you please 
To make your mirth) as nfany others do 
That are far more befriended in their births. 

Yet I could wish myself much more deform’d 
Than yet I am, so I might make your grace 
More merry than you are.—Ha, ha, ha! 

Hid. Beshrew me then 
If I be merry! but I am content 
Whilst thou art with me; thou that art my saint; 
By hope of whose mild favour 1 do live 
To tell thee so: I pray thee, scorn me not! 

Alas, what can it add unto thy worth 
To triumph over me, that am a maid 
Without deceit? whose heart doth guide her 
tongue ? 

joy was a ridiculous request; but to let her enjoy what he would 
have her love is the common prayer of all worshippers of Cupid.— 
Seward. 
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Drown’d in my passions ? Yet I will take leave 
To call it reason, that I dote on thee. 

Cleo. The princess is beside her grace, I think, 
To talk thus with a fellow that will hardly 
Serve i’ the dark when one is drunk. 

Jlid. What answer wilt thou give me ? 

Zoiliis. If it please your grace to iest on, I can 
abide it. 

Hid. If it be jest,’ not to esteem my life 
Compared with thee; if it be jest in me, 

To hang a thousand kisses in an hour 
Upon those lips, and take ’em off again; 

If it be jest for me to marry thee, 

And take obedience on me whilst I live; 

Then all I say is jest: 

For evTry pat t of this, I swear by those 
That see my thoughts, I am resolved to do I 
And 1 beseech thee, by thine own white hand, 
(Which, pardon me that 1 am bold to kiss 
With so unworthy lip^ that thou wilt swear 
To marry me, as 1 do here to thee, 

Before the face of Heaven! 

Zoilus. Marry you ? Ha, ha, ha! 

Hid. Kill me, or grant! Wilt thou not speak at 
all? 

Zoilus, Why, I will do your will for ever. 

Hid, I ask no more: But let me kiss that mouth 
That is so merciful! that is my will: 

Next, go with me before the king in haste, 

That is my will; >^here I will make our peers 
Know, that thou art their better. 

Zoikis. Ha, ha, ha! 

That IS fine ! ha, ha, ha! 

Cleo, Madam, what means your grace ? 

7 Iht be &c.] This is very like the tarn of a s|ecch in 
Pliilasler, 7/ it be /oic, &c.—Ed. 
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Consider, for the love of Heaven, to what 
You rim madly! will you take this viper 
Into your bed ? 

Hid. Away ! hold off thy hands ! ' 

Strike her, sweet Zoilus ; for it is my will, 

Which thou hast sworn to do. 

Zoilus» Away, fbr shame ! 

Know you no manners ?—Ha, ha, ha! 

[Exit xvith IIiDAspEs. 
Cleo, Thou know’st none, I fear.— 

This is just Cupid’s anger: Venus, look 
Down mildly on us! and command thy son 
To spare this lady once, and let me be 
In love with all; and none in love with me!® 

[Exit. 


SCENE IV. 


Another in the same. 


Enter Ismenus and Timantus. 

7^im. Is your lordship for the wars this summer ? 

Ism. Timantus, 

Wilt thou go with me ? 

Tim. If I had a company, 

® And Ut me he 

In hte wit/i all; and none in love -with me,'\ The editors [of 
1/78] say that this is certainly couupt, and that the conclusion 
is a strange one. But they mistake the meaning of the faithful 
Cleoplula, who implores Venus to spare her misticss, and to let 
all his [Cupid’s] vengeance light upon her; and considers the 
loving all mankind without being beloved by any as the severest 
punishment that could be inflicted upon her.—il/tiso;?. 

1 
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My lord. 

Ism, Of fiddlers ? Thou a company ? 

No, no; keep thy company at home, and cause 
cuckolds; 

The wars will hurt thy face: There are no semsters, 
Shoemakers, nor tailors, nor almond-milk i’ th' 
morning, 

Nor poached eggs to keep your worship soluble, 
No man to warm your shirt, and blow your roses 
Nor none to reverence youi round lace breeches. 
If thou wilt needs go, and go thus, get a case 
For thy captainship ! a showei will spoil thee else. 
Thus much for thee. 

Tim, Your lordship’s wond’rous wutty ; 

Very pleasant, believe’t. 

Enter Tbiamon, Doriaius, Agenor, Nisus, and 

Leontius. 

Leon, No news yet of my son r 
Tel. Sir, there be divers out in search; no doubt, 
Thc*y’ll bring the truth where he is, or the occasion 
That led him hence. 

• Hoses,} Ribbands, in the form of roses, were formerly worn in 
the shoes of both gentlemen and ladies.-—iieet/. 

These articles of dress appear to have been generally of a most 
enormous size, and of such expensive materials, that Stowe informs 
us m his time, “ men of mcane rank wore garters and sho/e-roses 
of more than five pounds a-pieceand Luke, in Massinger’s City 
Madam, speaks of “ roses worth-a family.” 

The general dress of a gallant in his time is thus described by 
Gascoigne, in his Steele-Glass:— 

Our bumbast hose, our double treble ruffes, 

Our suites of silke, our comely garded capes, 

Our knit alike stockes, and Spanish lether shoes, 

(Yea veluct scrues oft times to trample in) 

Our plumes, our spangs, and al our queintaray, 

Are pricking spurres, provoking filthy pride,” 
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Tim. They must have good eyes then. {Apart. 
Leon. The gods go with them !—Who are those 
that wait there ? 

Tel. The lord Ismenus, your general, for his 
dispatch. 

Leon, Oh, nephew, we have no use to employ 
your virtue 

In pur war; now the province is well settled. 
Hear you aught of the marquis ? 

Ism. No, sir. 

Leon. ’Tis strange he should be gone thus ; 
These five days he was not seen. 

Tim. I’ll hold my life, [Aside. 

I could boult him in an hour. 

Leon. Where's my daughter ? 

Dor. About the purging of the temples, sir. 
Leon. She’s chaste and virtuous. Fetch her to me. 
And tell her I am pleased to grant her now 
Her last request, without repenting me, 

Be it what it will.— [Exit Nisus. 

She’s wise, Dorialus,* 

And will not press me further than a father. 

Dor. I pray the best may follow! yet, if your 
grace 

Had taken the opinions of your people, 

At least of such whose wisdoms ever wake 
About your safety, I may say it, sir, 

Under your noble pardon, that this change 
Either had been more honour to the gods, 

Or 1 think not at all. Sir, the princess. 

Enter Hidaspes, Nisus, find Zoiius. 

Leon, Oh, my daughter. 

My health! and, did I say my soul, I lied not. 
Thou art so near me ! Speak, and have whatever 
Thy wise will leads thee to ! Had I a Heaven, 
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It were too poor a place for such a goodness! 
Dor, What^s here? ' 

A^e, An ape's skin stulPd I think, 

It is so plump. 

Hid. Sir, you have past your word ; 

Stiil be a prince, and iiold you to it. Wonder 
Not I press you; my life lies in your word; 

If you break that, you have broke my heart! I must 
Ask that’s my shame, and your will must not deny 
me; 

Now, for Heaven, be not forsworn! 
heon. By the jyods, 

I will not! I cannot, were there no other 
Power than my love called to a witness of it. 
Dor. They have much reason to trust; you have 
forsworn 

One of ’em out o’ th’ country already. > 

Hid. Then this is my request; This gentleman— 
Be not ashamed, sir; you are worth a kingdom. 
Leon. In what? 

Hid. In the way of marriage. 

Leon. How ? 

Hid, In the way of marriage; it must be so! 
Your oath is tied to Heaven, as my love 
To him. 

Leon. I know thou dost but try my age; 

Come, ask again ! 

Hid If I should ask all my life-time, 

Th is is all still Sir, I am serious; I must have 
This w'orthy man, witho|>t enquiring why; 

And suddenly, and freely; Do not look 
Tor reason or obedience in my words; 

M> love admits no wisdom ; only haste 
And hope hangs on my fury. Speak, sir, speak ’ 
But not as a father; I am deaf and dull to counsel: 
Inflamed blood hears nothing l)ut my will. 

Tor God’s sake, speak ! 
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Bor. Here’s a brave aU^tjou 1 

Nims. This comes of 

ITnL Will you not sp0ak» sir? ' 

Joe, The god begins his vepgeance: What a 
sweet youth 

He has sent us here, with a pudding* in’s belly ! 

Leon. Oh, let me never speak, 

Or with my words let me speak out my life 1 
Thou power abused, great Love, whose vengeance 
now 

We feel and fear, have mercy on this land! 

Nisus. How docs your grace ? 

Leon, Sick; very sick, I hope. 

Bor. Gods comfort you ! 

Hid. Will not you speak ? is this your royal word ? 
Do not pull perjury upon your soul! 

Si), you are old, and near your punishment; 
Remember! 

Leon. Away, base woman ! 

Hid, Then be no more niy father, but a plague 
I am bound to pray against! be any sin 
May force me to despair, and-hang myself! 

Be thy name never more remember'd, king, 

But in example of a broken faith, 

And curs’d even to forgetfulness! may thy land 
Bring forth such monsters as thy daughter is !— 

I am weary ofTny rage. I pray forgive me. 

And let me have him I will you, noble sir ? 

Leon. Mercy, mercy, Heaven ! 

Thou heir of all dislionour, sham’st thou not 
To draw this little moisture left fqr life. 

Thus rudely from me ?—Carry that slave to death! 
Zoilus. For Heaven’s sake, sir ’ it is no fault of 
mine 

That she will love me. 

Leon, To death with bim, I say! 

[EjlU Zoilus, guarded. 
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Hid. Then make haste, tyrant, or I’ll be before 
him !* 

This is the way to Hell. 

Leon. Hold fast, 1 charge you! 

Away with him ! 

Hid. Alas, old man, death hath more doors than 
one, 

And I will meet him! {Exit. 

Leon. Dorialus, pray 

See her in her chamber, and lay a guard about her. 
The greatest curse the gods lay on our frailties 
Is will* and disobedience in our issues. 

Which we beget, as well as them, to plague us, 
With our fond loves. Beasts, you are only blest. 
That have that happy dulness to forget 
What you have made! your young ones grieve not 
you; 

They wander where they list, and have their ways 
Without dishonour to you; and theii ends 
Fall on ’em without sorrow of their parents, 

Or after ill remembrance. Ob, this woman ! 
’Would 1 had made myself a sepulchre, 

When I made her !—Nephew, where is the prince ? 
Pray God he have not more part of her baseness 
Than of her blood about him ! Gentlemen, 

Where is he ? 

Ism. I know not, sir. He has his ways by him¬ 
self, 

Is too wise for my company. 

Leon. 1 do not like 

This hiding of himself, from such society 
As [fits] his person some of you needs must know. 


• Or He be for him ] Corrected by Seward. 

* Will.] i. e. Wilfulness, perverseness.-^Ed. 1778. 

^ From such society as hts persout 
Sonu of 'it ye needs must know.] Former editions. The changes 

8 
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Ism, Tm sure not I, nor have known twice these 
ten days; • . tf' 

Which, if I were as proud aii some of ’em, 

I should take scurvily: But he’s a young man, 

Let liiin have his swinge ! ’twill make him- 

[Timantus whispers to the Duke. 
There’s some good matter now in hand: 

How^he slave jeers and grins! the duke is pleased; 
There’s a new pair of scarlet hose now, and as much 
Money to spare, as will fetch the old from pawn, 
A hat and a cloak to go out to-morrow! 

Garters and stockings come by nature. 

Leon. Be sure of this ! 

Tim. I durst not speak else, sir. [Ea^eunL 


ACT IL SCENE L 


The Temple. 


Cornets. Cupid descends, 

Cupid. Leucippus, thou art shot through with 
a shaft 

now introduccJ render both the sense and measure tolerably easy. 
I find Mr Theobald's conjecture on the passage so near mine, that 
it is of no consequence which is inserted : He reads, 

- as fits Am jJCMo/i.—Seward. 




Seward reads suits. 
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That will not rankle Ipng, yet sharp enough 
To sow a world of helpless misery 
In this unhappy kingdom; Dost thou think, 
Because thou art a prince, to make a part^ 
Against my power? But it is all the fault 
Of thy old father? who believes his age 
Is cold enough to quench my burning darts ; 

But he shall know ere long, that my dart Iqpse 
Can thaw ice, and inflame the withered heart 
Of Nestor: Thou thyself are lightly struck; 

But his mad love shall publish, that the rage 
Of Cupid has the power to conquer age. [Jscendy, 


SCENE II. 


T/ie House of Bacha. 


Enter Leucippus and Bacha. 

Leuc. Why, what’s the matter ? 

Bacha, Have you got the spoil 
You thirsted for? Oh, tyranny of men 1 
Letic. 1 pray thee leave ! 

Bacha. Your envy is, Heaven knows, 

Beyond the reach of all our feeble sex : 

What pain, alas, could it have been to you, 

If I had kept mine honour ?^You'might still 
Have been a prince, and still this country’s heir. 
That innocent guard which I till now had kept, 


* To make a part.} Sympson reads parti; ; but the old readieg 
ib much more in our poeb’ styIe,--Ed. 1778, 
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For my defence, my virtue, did it seem 
So dangerous in a state, that [you] yourself 
Came to suppress it? 

Leuc, Dry thine eyes again; 

I’ll kiss thy tears away : This is but folly; 

Tis past all help. 

Bacha. Now you have won the treasure, 

’Tis my request that you would leave me thus, 
And never see these empty walls again: 

I know you will do so; and well you may, 

For there is noihing in them that is worth 
A glance: I loath myself, and am become 
Another woman! one, methinks, with whom 
I want acquaintance. 

Leuc. If I do oifend tliee, 

I can be gone : And though I love thy sight, 

So highly do I prize thine ov/n content, 

That I will leave thee. 

Bacha. Nay, you may stay now; 

You should have gone before: I know not now 
AVhy I should fear you : All I should have kept 
Is stol’n; nor is it in the power of man 
To rob me further. If you can invent, 

Spare not I No naked man fears robbing less 
Than I do; now you may for ever stay. 

JjCiic. Why, I could do thee further wrong. 
Bacha. You have a deeper reach in evil than I; 
’Tis past my thoughts. 

Leiic. And past my will to act; 

But trust me I could do it, - 
Bacha, Good sir, do; 

That I may know there is a wrong beyond 
What you have done me. 

Leuc, I Cfuild tell all the world 
What thou hast done. 

Bacha, Yes, you may tell the world ; 
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And do you think I am so vain to hope 
You will not r You can tell the world but this. 
That I’m a widow, full of tears in show, 

(My husband dead, and one that loved me so. 
Hardly a week) forgot my modesty, 

And, caught with youth and greatness, gave myself 
To live in sin with you: This you may tell ; 

And this I do deserve ! 

Zeuc. Why, dost thou think me 
So base to tell ? These limbs of mine shall part 
From one another on a rack, 

Ere I disclose. But thou dost utter words 
That much afflict me; you did seem as ready, 
Sweet Bacha, as myself. 

Bacha. You are right a man ; 

When they have witch’d us into misery. 

Poor innocent souls, they lay the fault on us. 

But be it so ! for prince Leucippus’ sake, 

I will bear any thing. 

Zeuc. Come, weep no more! 

I wrought thee to it; it was my fault 
Nay, see if thou wilt leave! Here, take this pearl! 
Kiss me, sweet Bacha, and receive this purse. 
Bacha, What should I do with these ? they will 
not deck 
My mind. 

Leuc. Why, keep ’em to remember me. 

I must be gone; 1 have been absent long: 

1 know the duke my father is in rage, 

But I will see thee suddenly again. 

Farewell, my Bacha I 

Bacha. Gods keep you!—Do you hear, sir ? 

Pray give me a point to wear.* 

s Tray give me a point to wear.] A point is a string tagged, oi 
}a.ce.'"»Johnson, 
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Leuc Alas, good Bacha, 

Take one, I pray thee, where thou wilt. 

Bacha. Coming 

From you, this point is of as high esteem 
With me, as all pearl and gold. Nothing but good 
Be ever with or near you ! 

Leuc. Fare thee well, 

Mine own good Bacha! I will make all haste. 

[Ent. 

Bacha. Just as you are a dozen I esteem you;® 
No more: Dues he think I would prostitute 
Myself for love r It was the love of these pearls 
And gold that won me. I confess I lust 
More after him than any other. 

And would at any rate, if I had store, 

Purchase his fellowship; but being poor, 

Fll both enjoy his body and his purse. 

And, he a prince, ne’er think myself the worse. 

Eu^er Leontius, Leucippus, Ismenus, and Ti- 

MANTUS. 

' Leon, Nay, you must back and shew us what 
it is 

That witches you out of your honour thus. 
Bacha.' Who’s that ? 

Tim. Look there, sir! . 

Leon. Lady, never fly; 


So Lord Bardolpb, in Henry IV., says— 

** Upon mine honour, for a silken point 
ril give my barony." 

^ Just as you art a dozen I esteem yot'.] This may mean, worth 
a dozen of other lovers in your gifts. I suspect, however, some 
corruption to have taken place. Mason wculd read--— 

Just as you are a donor 1 esteem yon. 

But this has a very tame sound. 
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You are betrav’d. 

Bacha Leave me, my tears, a while, 

And to my just rage give a little place!— * 

What saucy man 4 re you, that without leave 
Enter upon a widow’s mournful house ? 

You hinder a dead man from many tears, 

^¥ho did deserve moie than the world can shed, 
Though they should weep themselves to images* 

If not for love of me, yet of yourself, 

AWav, for you can bring no comfort to me! 

Ihit you may carry hence, you know not what: 
Nay, sorrow is infectious, 

Leon. Thou thyself 

Art grown infectious! Wouldst thou know my 
name ? 

I am the duke, father to this young man 
Whom thou corrupi’st. 

Bacha. \Adde^ Has he then told him all? 

JjCuc. You do hei wrong, sir ! 

Bacha. Oh, he has not told.— 

Sir, 1 beseech you pardon my wild tongue, 

Directed by a weak distempered head, 

Madded with grief! Alas, 1 did not know 
You were my sovereign; but now you may 
Command my poor un vorthy life, which will 
Be none, 1 hope, ere long. 

Leon. All thy dissembling 
Will never hide thy shame: And were’t not more 
Respecting woman-hood in general. 

Than any thing in thee, thou should’st be made 
Such an example, thaf posterity, 

When they would speak most bitterly, should say, 

“ .Thou art as impudent as Bacha was.” 

Bacha. Sir, though you be my king, whom 1 will 
serve 

In all just causes, yet when wrongfully 

You seek to take mine honour, 1 will rise 

\ ' 
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Thus, and defy you ; for it is a jewel 
Dearer than you can givcT,’ which whilst I keep, 
(Though in this lowly bouse) I shall esteem 
Myself above the princes of the earth 
That are without it. If the prince your son. 
Whom you accuse me with, know how to speak 
Dishonour of me, if he do not do it, 

The plagues of Hell light on him, may he never 
Govern this kingdom ! Here I challenge him, 
Before the face of Heaven, my liege, and these. 
To speak the worst he can! If he will lie. 

To lose a woman’s fame. I’ll say he is 
Li,ke you (I think I cannot call him worse). 

He’s dead, that with his life would have defended 
My reputation, and I forced to play 
(That which I am) the foolish woman. 

And use my liberal tongue. 

Zeuc» Is’t possible r [Aside. 

We men are children in our carriages. 

Compared with women. Wake thyself, for shame. 
And leave not her (whose honour thou shouldst 
keep 

Safe as thine own) alone to free herself! 

But I am press’d, I know not how, with guilt, 
And feel my conscience (never used to lie) 

Loth to allow my tongue to add a lie 
To that too much I did; But it is lawful 
To defend her, that only for my love 
Loved evil. 

Leon. Tell me, why did you, Leucippus, 

Stay here so long.^ 

Leiic, If I can urge aught from me 
But a truth. Hell take me! [Aside. 

Leon. What’s the matter ? 

Why speak you not? 

Tim. Alas, good sir, forbear * 

To urge the prince: you see his shamefacedness. 
VOL. xi. 2 D 
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Bacha. What does he say, sir?—If thou be a 
prince, 

Shew it, and tell the truth! 

Ism. If you have lain with her, tell your father ; 
No doubt but he has done as ill before now: 

The gentlewoman will be proud on’t. 

Bacha. For God’s sake, speak! 

Lcuc. Have you done prating yet ? 

Ism. Who prates ? 

Leuc. Thou know’st I do not speak to thee, Is- 
menus:— 

But what said you, 

Timantus, concerning my shainefacedness P 
Tim, Nothing, I hope, that might displease your 
highness. 

Leuc. If any of thy great-great-grandmothers, 
This thousand years, had been as chaste as she, 

It would have made thee honestei ; 1 stay’d 
To hear what you would say. She is, by Heaven, 
Of the most strict and blameless chastity 
That ever woman was:—Good gods, forgive me!— 
Had Tarquin met with her, she had been kill’d 
With a slave by her ere she had agreed. 

1 lie with her ! ’would I might perish then ! 

Our mothers, whom we all must reverence, 

Could ne’er exceed her for her chastity. 

Upon my soul! for, by this light, she is 
A most obstinate modest creature ! 

Leon. What did you with her then so long, Leu¬ 
cippus ? 

Leuc. I’ll tell you, sir : You see she’s beautiful. 
Leo7i. I sec it well. 

JLeuc. Moved by her face, I came 
With lustful thoughts (which was a fault in roc ; 
But, telling truth, something more pardonable. 
And for the world I will not lie to you:) 
proud of myself, I thought a prince’s name 
Ilad power to blow ’em down flat o’ their backs; 
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But here I found a rock not to be shook: • 

For, as I hope for good, sir, all the battery 
That E could lay to her, or of my person, 

My greatness, or gold, could nothing move her. 

Zeo7i. Tis very strange, being so young and fair, 

Zeiw. She*s almost thirty, sir. 

Zeon. How do you know 
Her age so just ? 

Leuc. She told it me herself, 

Once when she went about to shew by reason 
I should leave wooing her. 

Leon. She stains the ripest virgins of her age.’ 

Zenc. If I had sinn’d with her, I would be loth 
To publish her disgrace ; but, by my life, 

I would have told it you, because I think 
You would have pardoned me the rather. 

And I will tell you farther :® By this light, sir, 

(But that I never will bestow myself 

But to your liking) if she now would have me, 

I now would marry her. 

Zeon. How’s that, Leucippus? 

Zeuc. Sir, will you pardon me one fault, which 
yet 

I have nit done, but had a will to do, 

And I will tell it ? 

Zeon. Be it what it will, 

1 pardon thee. 

Zeuc. I offer’d marriage to her, 

' Zeon. Did she refuse it ? 

Leuc. With that earnestness. 

And almost scorn to think of any other 

^ She stains the ripest virgins of her age.'] That is, her beauty 
dims that of the ripest rirgins of the age she lives in. Mason wishes 
to read without necessity—of the age, 

* And I mil tell you father.] The slight alteration of Symp- 
son renders the passage so much more proper, that 1 have adopted 
it, though rejected by the last editors. 
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After her lost mate, that she made me think 
Myself unworthy of her. 

Leon. You have stay’d 
Too long, Leucippus. 

Leuc. Yes, sir.—Forgive me, Heaven, 
What multitude of oaths have I bestow’d 
On lies I and yet they were officious lies, 

There was no malice in ’em. 

Leon, She’s the fairest creature {Apart. 

That ever 1 beheld ; and then so chaste, 

’Tis wonderful: The more I look on her 
The more I am amazed. I have long 
Thought of a wife, and one I would have had. 
But that I was afraid to meet a woman 
TJiat might abuse my age ; but here she is 
Whom 1 may trust to: Of a chastity 
Impregnable, and approved so by my son; 

The meanness of her birth will stfll preserve her 
In due obedience; and her beauty is 
Of force enough to pull me back to youth. 

My son once sent away, whose rivalship 
I have just cause to fear, if power, or gold. 

Or wit, can win her to me, she is mine.— 
Nephew Ismenus, I have new intelligerttee 
Your province is unquiet still. 

Ism, I am glad on’t. 

Lemt, And so dangerously, that I must send the 
prince 

In person with you. 

Im. I am glad of that too, sir: 

Will you dispatch us ? we shall wither here 
For ever. 

Leon, You shall be dispatch’d within 
This hour: Leucippus, never wonder, nor ask; 

It must be thus.—Lady, I ask your pardon, 
Whose virtue I have slubber’d with my tongue; 
And you shall ever be 
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Chaste in my memory hereaftejr; but 
We old men often dote.' To make amends 
For my great fault, receive that ring I I’m sorry for 
Your grief; may it soon leave you!—-Come, my 
lords; 

Let us be gone. [E^veunt. 

Bacha. Heaven bless your grace!—One that had 
But so much modesty left as to blush, 

Or shrink a little at his first encounter, 

Had been undone; where I come off with honour, 
And gain too; They that never would be track’d 
In any course, by the most subtle sense, 

Must bear it through with frontless impiidfence. 

[Exit. 


SCENE III. 


A Boom in the Palace. 


Enter Dorialus, Agenoii, and Nisus. 


sex 


Dor. Gentlemen, this is a strange piece of jus¬ 
tice, 

To put the wretched dwarf to death betaose^ 

She doted on him : Is she not a wom^"* 

And subject to those mad figaries he#i 
Is infected with ? Had she loved you, 

Or I, or all on’s, (as indeed the more 
The merrier still with them) must we th< 

Have our heads pared with a hatchet ? So she may 
love 

All the nobilitv out o’ th* dukedom in 

12 
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A month, and let the rascals in. 

Nisus. You will not, or you do not, see the need 
That makes this just to the world ? 

Dor. I cannot tell; I would be loth to feel it: 
But, the best is, she loves not proper men ; 

We three were in wise cases else. But make me 
know 
This need. 

Nisus. Why, yes: He being ta’en away, 

Tliis base incontinence dies presently, 

And she must see her shame and sorrow for it. 
Dor, Pray God she do! But was the sprat be- 
• headed ? 

Or did they swing him about like a chicken, and 
So break his neck ? 

Jgen. Yes, he was beheaded, 

And a solemn justice made of it 

Dor. That might have been deducted. 

Age. Why, how would you have had him die ? 
Dor. ’Faith, I would have had him roasted like 
a warden,® 

III a brown paper, and no more talk on’t; or 
A feather stuck in’s head like a quail; or bang’d 
him 

In a dog-collar: What, should he be beheaded ? 
We shall have it grow so base shortly, gentlemen 
Will be out of love with it. 

Nisus, I Av^onder from whence this [race] of the 
dwarfs first sprung?* 


® Like a warden.] A warden is a pear^ which is frequently men¬ 
tioned by contemporary writers.— lieed. 

■ * I wonder from whence this of the dwarfs first sprung ?] So 
the old copies. The modern editions read silently—1 wonder from 
whence this love of the dwarfs first sprung. And from this un- 
autiionsed reading Mason formed another equally wrong—I won¬ 
der from whence this love of the dwarf first sprung. There is no 
doubt that the unwarranted interpolation {love) must be struck 
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Dor, From an old lecherot|S?i(>air of breeches, that 
lay upon a wench to keep her warm; for certainly 
the\ are no man’s work; and I am sure a monkey 
would get one of the guard to this fellow ! He 
was no bigger than a small portmanteau, and 
much about that making, ift had legs. 

Age. But, gentlemen, what say you to the prince? 
Nuus, Ay, concerning his being sent I know 
not whither. 

Dor, Why, then, he will come home I know not 
when. 

You shall pardon me; I will talk no more 
Of this subject, but say, Gods be with him, 
Where’er he is, and send him well home again! 
For why he is gone, or when he will return. 

Let them know that directed him 1 Only this, 
There’s mad moriscoes* in the state; 

But what they are. I’ll tell you^#fc^li^kiiow. 
Come, let’s go, hear all, and say nothiilto! 

Age. Content. ^ [Exeunt. 


out. But the old text is absolute nonsense. The rejoinder of 
Doiialus seems to piove that dwaijs must be the plural, and not 
the second case of the singular ; and that Nisus had expressed a 
wish to know how the tace of dwarfs was fust produced. I am 
by no means convinced that the word 1 have ventured to insert in 
brackets was the one diopt at the press; but it ceilainly affords 
better sense than the leading of the other editors, to which the an¬ 
swer of Dorialus has no relation. 

* Momtocs.] So in Henry VT. part II,— 

** — "" " I have seen him 

Caper upright like a wild Morisea** 

Dr Johnson explains this a wild military dance, now called 
mans; but Mr Douce thinks morisco means a raorns-dancer. In 
the text, however, the dance seems evidently alluded to, and vised 
as a metaphor tor tuibulencc. 
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SCENE IV. 


Another in the same. 


Enter Timantus and Telamon. 

Tel, Timantus, is the duke ready yet ? 

Tim, Almost. 

Tel What ails him ? 

Tim, *Faith, I know not; I think he has dream’d 
he’s but eighteen; has been worse since he sent 
you forth for the frizzling iron. 

Tel, That cannot be; he lay in gloves all night, 
and this morning I brought him a new perriwig, 
with a lock at it,^ and knocked up a swing in’s 
chamber. 

Tim, Oh, but since, ‘his tailor came, and they 
have fallen out about the fashion on’s clothes; 
and yonder’s a fellow come, has bored a hole in’s 
ear and he has bespake a'vaulting-horse. You 
shall see him come forth presently: He looks like 
Winter, stuck here and there with fresh flowers, 

Tel, Will he not tilt, think you ? 

3 With a lock at it ;] i. e. A love-lock. The allusion is (as 
Dr Waiburton observes iii a note on Much Ado About Nothing) 
to the fantastical custom in oui poets' days, ot men wearing ** a 
favourite lock of hair, which was brought befoie, tied with rib¬ 
bands, and called a love-lock. Against this fashion Prynne wrote 
his treatise called the Uuloveliness of Love-Locks.”—-£d. 1778. 

^ A hole tn^s ear ;] i. e. For an ear-ring^ by means of which 
the love-lock was bi ought Ed. 1778. 
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Tim, I think he will. 

XeL What does he mean to do ? 

Tim, I know not; but, by this light, I think he 
is in love! He would ha’ been shaved but for me. 

Tel In love? with whom? 

Tim, 1 could guess, but you shall pardon me; 
he will take me along with him some whither. 

Tel. I overheard him ask your opinion of some¬ 
body’s beauty^ 

Tim. Yes; there it goes, that makes him so 
youthful. And he has laid .by his ciiitch, and 
halts now with a leading staff. 

Enter Leontius, with a staff and a looking-glass.^ 

Leon^ Timantus! 

Tim,. Sir. 

Leon, This feather is not large enough. 

Tim, Yes, ’faith, ’tis such an one as the rest of 
the young gallants wear. 

Leon, Telamon, does it do well ? 

Tel. Sir, it becomes you, or you become it, the 
rareliest- 

Leon. Away! dost think so ? 

Tel, Think, sir? I know it.—Sir, the princess 
is past all hope of life since the dwarf was put to 
death. 

T^eon. Let her be so; I have other matters in 
hand. But this game tailor angers me; he has 


* A looking-glass,^ This article of refinement was worn by gal¬ 
lants as well as ladies, generally at their giidle. From a passage in 
Ben JonsonS Cynlhia*s Revels, it appears that they were somettfnes 
displayed in the hat.—See Mr Gifford’s Massinger, vol. IV. p. 8, 
and Ford’s Works, 1810, vol, II. p. 12“* 
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made my doublet so wide !® And see, the knave 
lias put no points at my arm ! ^ 

Tim. Those will be put-to quiokly, sir, upon 
any occasion. 

Leon. Telamon, 

Have you bid the dancer come a-mornings 

TeL Yes, sir. 

Lton. Timahtus, let me see the glass again; 
Look you how careless you are grown! is this tooth 
Well put in? 

Tim. Which, sir? 

Leon. This, sir. 

Tm. It shall be. 

Tel. Methinks that tooth should put him in 
mind on^s years ! and Timantus stands, as it* (see¬ 
ing the duke in such a youthful habit) he were 
looking in his mouth how old he were. 

Lmi. So, so! 

^ Ht hui made my doublet so wide!] At the lime this play was 
written, the wide stufied doublets and great hose had given way 
to those of a closer make. So in the add less to the reader affixed 
to Henry Shirley's play, The Martyred Soldier— 

. . ..... — i.. “ Who but believes 
That doublets with stuOed bellies and big sleeves, 

And those trunk kose^ which now our age doth scorn, 

Wcie all in fashion and with custom worn " 

Again in Heywood’s Challenge foi Beauty, 1636, 4to,— 

Maid. Methinks youi Dutch cassock is a comely wear. 

Manhunt. It has been, but now a-days it glows shorter and 
shoiter, like your cuuiL-allowance. tbeir tailois aie good hus¬ 
bands, though they make little or no waste at all, and that makes 
your gallants stand so much upon points. your button-hose is a 
good weal for courtiers. 

Maid, Why for courtiers ? 

Man. 'Cause they are full of large promises outward, but lined 
with narrow and scant performance within. 

Maid. 'Thas been a good fashion, but 'tis old. 

Hellen. So is all goodness else; we have nothing' new but oaths 
and diseases. 

^ Tk^^hnave has put no points at my arm.3 See above, p. 414. 
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TeL Will you have your gown, sir ^ 

Leon* My gown ? 

Why, am I sick? Bring me my sword! let a couple 
Of the great horses be brought out for us. 

[Exit Telamon. 
Tim, He’ll kill himself.—Why, will you ride, sir ? 
Leon. Ride ? 

Dost thou think I cannot ride ? 

Tim. Oh, yes, sir, I know it: But, as I con¬ 
ceive your journey, you would have it private; 
and then you were better take a coach. 

Leon. These coaches make me sick; Yet, *tis 
no matter; 

Let it be so. 

Eyiter Telamon with a Szvord. 

Tel. Sir, here’s your sword. 

Leon. Oh, well said; let me see it! I could, 
methinks-— [Endtwoours to drmv it. 
Why, Telamon, bring me another I what, think’st 
thou 

I’ll wear a sword in vain ? 

TeL He has not strength enough to draw it ’ 
A yoke of fleas tied to a hair would have drawn 
it.—’Tis out, sir, now; the scabbard is broke. 

Leon. Oh, put it up again, and on with it! 
Methinks, I am not dress’d till I feel my sword on. 
Telamon, if any of my council ask for me, 

Say I am gone to take the air. [Exit. 

Tim. He has not 

Been dress’d this twenty years thus.® If this vein 
Hold but a week, he’ll learn to play o’th’ base-viol, 
And sing to’t: He’s poetical already; 

For I have spied a sonnet of his making 


® ThU turnty years then.] Former editions/—Sejcarrf. 
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Lie by his bed’s side: I’ll be so unmannerly 
To read it, [Exeunt, 


SCENE V. 


The Apartment of the Princess. 


IIidaSpes discovered in a bed, Cleophila and 
Hero attending. 

Hid. He’s dead, he’s dead, and I am following! 
Cleo. Ask Cupid mercy, madam ! 

Hid, Oh, my heart! 

Cleo. Help! 

Hero. Stir her! 

Hid. Oh, oh ! 

Cleo. She’s going; wretched women that we are! 
Look to her, and I’ll pray the while. kneels. 

Hero. Why, madam- 

Cleo. Cupid, pardon what is past, 

And forgive our sins at last; 

Then we will be coy no more, 

But thy deity adore: 

Troths at fifteen we will plight, 

And will tread a dance at night, 

In the fields, of by the fire, 

With the youths that have desire— 

How does she yet ? 

Hero. Oh, ill! 

Cleo. Given ear-rings we will wear, 

Bracelets of our lovers’ hair. 

Which they on our arms shall twist. 

With their names carved on our wrist; 
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All the money that we owe® 

We in tokens will bestow; 

.And learn to write, that, when ’tis sent, 
Only our loves know what is meant. 

Oh, then pardon what is past. 

And forgive our sins at last! 

What, mends she ? 

Hero. Nothing; you do it not wantonly; you 
should sing. 

Oo. Why- 

Hero, Leave, leave! ’tis now too late: She is 
dead, 

Her last is breathed. 

Cleo. What shall we do ? 

Hero, Go run, 

And tell the duke; and, whilst,* I’ll close her eyes. 

lEsit Cleophila. 
Thus I shut thy faded light. 

And put it in eternal night. 

Where is she can boldly say. 

Though she be as fresh as May, 

She shall not by this corpse be laid, 

Ere to-morrow’s light do fade ? 

Let us all now living be 
Warn’d by thy strict chastity. 

And marry all fast as we can ! 

Till then we keep a piece of man 
Wrongfully from them that owe it: 

Soon may every maid bestow it, 


’ Oac.] i. c. Possess. 

* Whilst^ i. c. In the meantime; not an unusual acceptation 
of tlio word. 
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SCENE VI. 


The House of Baclia. 


Enter Bacha and her Maid, 

Bacha, Who is it ? 

Maid, Forsooth there’s a gallant coach at the 
door, and the brave old man in’t, that you said 
was the duke. 

Bacha. Cupid, grant he may be taken ! 

Maid. He’s coming up, and looks the swagger- 
ing’st, and has such glorious clothes! 

Bacha. Let all the house seem sad,* and see all 
handsome! 

Enter Leontius and Timantus. 

Leon, Nay, widow, fly not back; we come not 
now 

To chide; stand up, and bid me welcome. 

Bacha, To a poor widow’s house, that knows no 
end 

Of her ill fortune, your highness is most welcome. 
Leon, Come, kiss me then! this is but manners, 
widow: 

Ne’er fling your head aside! I have more cause 
Of grief than you; my daughter’s dead: But what! 
Tis nothing.—Is the rough French horse brought 
to th’ door ? 

* Lit all tht hmse see me sad.\ Corrected by Seward. 
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They say he’s a high goer; I shall soon try his 
mettle. 

Tim. He will be, sir, and the grey Barbary; 

’ they’re fiery both. 

Leon. They are the better; 

Before the gods, I am lightsome, very lightsome ! 
How dost thou like me, widow ? 

Bacha. As a person 
In whom all graces are. 

Leon. Come, come, you flatter! 

I’ll clap your cheek for that; and you shall not 
Be angry. Hast no music ? Now could I cut 
Three times with ease, and do a cross point, should 
Shame all your gallants ! 

Bacha. I do believe you;—and yourself too ; 
Lord what a fine old zany^ my love has made 
him ! 

He’s mine, I’m sure : Heaven make me thankful 
for him 1 [Aside. 

Leon, Tell me how old thou art, my pretty 
sweetheart ? 

Tim. Your Grace will not buy her ! she may 
trip, sir I 

Bacha. My sorrow shews me elder than I am 
By many years. 

Leon. Thou art so witty I must kiss again. 

Tim. Indeed her age lies not in her mouth ; 
Ne’er look it there, sir : She has a better register, 
If it be not burnt. 

Leon. I will kiss thee;—I am a-fire, Timantus ! 
Tim. Can you chuse, sir, having such heavenly 
fire 

Before you ? 

3 Zany.] Buffoon, ape. So in Ford's Perkin Warbeck— 

“ Wisdom and gravity are proper robes 
By which the sovereign is best distinguished 
From lanies to his greatness/' 
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Zeon. 'Widow, guess why I come; I pr’ythee do. 
Bacha. I crfnuot, sir, unless you be pleased to 
make 

A mirth out of my rudeness; and that I hope 
Your pity will not let you, the subject is 
So barren.—Bite, king, bite! I’ll let yofu play 
a while. [Aside. 

Leon, Now, as I am an honest man, I’ll tell thee 
truly.— 

How many foot did I jump yesterday, 

Timantus ? 

Tim. Fourteen of yOur own, and some 
Three fingers. 

Bacha. This fellow lies as lightly, [Aside. 
As if he were in cut taffata; 

Alas, good almanack, get thee to bed, 

And tell what weather we shall have to-morrow ! 
Leon. Widow, I’m come, in short, to be a suitor. 
Bacha. For whom ? 

Leon. Why, by my troth, I come to woo thee, 
wench, 

And win thee, for myself: Nay, look upon me! 

1 have about me that will do it. 

Bacha. Now Heaven defend me! Your whore?* 
[Youj shall never—I thank the gods, I have 
A little left me to keep me warm and honest: 

If your grace take not that, I seek no more. 

Leon. I am so far from taking any thing, 

I’ll add unto thee. 

Bacha. Such additions may 

^ Your -whore shall neier.l The sense and measure being both 
defective, 1 have put m the natural words that supply bolb. 

Seu'ai (I. 

Seward reads, Your -whore I shall be «e»err—The quarto of i6Jj 
says, Your whore you shall never j which words, with the help of a 
point of inUirogationf and marking it as a brukci) senlence, make 
much the best reading.—>Ed. 177S. 
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Be for your ease, sir, not my honesty ; 

Tm well in being single; good sir, seek another; 
I am no meat for money. 

Leon. Shall I fight for thee ? 

This sword shall cut his throat that dares lay claim 
But to a finger of thee, but to a look; 

I would see such a fellow ! 

Bacha. It would be [Aside. 

But a cold sight to you ! This is the father of 
St George a-footback: Can such dry mummy talk ? 
Tm. Before the gods, your Grace looks like 
.^neas. 

Bacha. He looks like his old father upon his 
back, 

Crying to get aboard. [Aside. 

Leon. How shall I win thy love ? I pray thee 
tell me. 

ril marry thee, if thou desirest that: 

That is an honest course, (I am in good earnest) 
And presently within this hour (I am mad for thee;) 
Pr’y thee deny me not; for, as I live, 
ril pine for thee, but I will have thee ! 

Bacha. Now he is in the toil. I’ll hold him fast. 

[Aside. 

Tim. You do not know what ’tis to be a queen: 
Go to i* you’re made ! Else what the old man falls 
short of, 

There’s others ean eke out, when you please to 
call on ’em. 


* Go too you maide, vikatf SfC,] The editors of 17 jO read, Co 
to, you're mad, else what, 4^. which Seward believes “ will be 
assented to by e\eiy leader.’^ As the word ehe is not in the copy 
of 1()35, we suppose it interj olated ; and mat/d suiely is only an 
oithographical erroi. So in the Winter's Tale, 

“-You'ic a made old man.”— Heed. 

Else is in tl.*' quartos previous to l6d5. 

VOL. xr. 2 E 
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Bacha, I understand you not.—Love, I adore 
thee!— 

Sir, on my knees I give you hearty thanks, • 

For so much honouring your humble handmaid 
Above her birth, far moie her weak deservings. 

I dare not trust the envious tongues of all 
That must repine at my unworthy rising; 

Beside, you have many fair ones in your kingdom, 
Born to such worth : Oh, turn yourself about, 
And make a noble choice ! 

Leoju If I do, let me famish! I will have thee. 
Or break up house, and board here, 

Bacha, Sir, you may 

Command an unwilling woman to obey you: 

But Heaven knows- 

Leon. No more! 

These half-a-dozen kisses, and this jewel, 

And every thing I have, and away with me, 

And clap it up; and have a boy by morning!— 

Timantus, let one be sent 

Post for rny son again ; and for Ismenus ! 

They are scarce twenty miles on their way yet: 
By that time, we’ll be married. 

There shall, sir. {Exeunt. 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 


Hoom in the Palace. 


Enter Dorialus, Agenor, and Nisus. 

Nisns. Is not this a fine marriage ? • 

Age. Yes, yes ; let it alone. 

Dor, Ay, ay, the king may marry whom he list. 
Let’s talk of other matters. 

Nisus, Is the prince coming home certainly ? 

Dor, Yes, }es ; he was sent post for yesterday: 
Let’s make haste! we’ll see how his new mother- 
in-law will entertain him. 

Nisus, Why, well, I warrant you: Did you not 
mark how humbly she carried herself to us on her 
marriage-day, acknowledging her own iinworthi¬ 
ness, and that she would be our servant? 

Dor, But mark what’s done. 

Nhus, Regard not show. 

A^e. Oh, Ood! I knew her when I have been 
offer’d her to be brought to my bed for five pounds; 
whether it could have been perform’d or no, I 
know not. 

Nisus, Her daughter’s a pretty lady. 

Dor. Yes; and having had but mean bringing 
up, it talks the prettiliest and innocentliest! The 
queen will be so angry to hear her betray her 
breeding by her language ! But I’m persuaded she’s 
well disposed. 


9 
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Age, I think, better than her mother, 

Nisus, Come, we stay too long. [Exeunt, 


SCENE II. 


Another in the same. 


Enter Leucippus and Ismenus. 

* 

1m. How now, man? struck dead with a tale? 

Leuc. No, but with a truth. 

Ism. Stand of yourself; Can you endure blows, 
and shrink at words ? 

Leuc. Thou know’st I have told thee all. 

Ism. But that all’s nothing to make you thus; 
your sister is dead. 

Leuc. That’s much ; but not the most. 

Ism. Why, for the other, let her marry and 
hang; ’tis no purposed fault of yours ! and if your 
father will needs have your cast whore, you shall 
shew the duty of a child better in being content¬ 
ed, and bidding much good do his good old heart 
with her, than in repining thus at it: Let her go ! 
what! there are more wenches, man ; we’ll have 
another. 

Leuc. Oh, thou art vain; thou know st I do not 
love her. 

What shall I do ? I would my tongue had led me 
To any other thing, but blasphemy, 

So I had miss’d commending of this woman. 
Whom I must reverence, now she is my mother! 
My sin, Ismenus, has wrought all this ill: 
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And I beseech thee to be warn’d by me, 

And do not lie 1 If any man should ask thee 
But bow thou dost, or what o’clock ’tis now, 

Be sure thou do not lie! Make no excuse 
For him that is most near thee ! never let 
The most officious falsehood ^ ’scape thy tongue! 
For they above (that are entirely truth) 

Will make that seed which thou hast sown of lies, 

Yield miseries a thousand-fold 

Upon thine head, as they have done on mine. 

Enter Timantus. 

Tim. Sir, your highness is welcome home! the 
duke and queen will presently come forth to you 

Leuc. I’ll wait on them. 

Tim. Worthy ismenus, I pray you, how have 
you sped in your wars ? 

Ism, This rogue mocks me!—Well, Timantus. 
Pray how have you sped here at home at shufilc- 
board ? 

Tim, ’Faith, reasonable. How many towns have 
you taken in this summer? 

Ism, How many stags have you been at the 
death of this grass? 

Tim, A number. Pray how is the province set¬ 
tled ? 

Ism, Pr’ythee how does the dun nag ^ 

Tim. I think you mock me, my lonl. 

Ism. Mock thee ? Yes, by my troth do I; why, 
what wouldst thou have me to do with theeAi t 
good for any thing else ? 


5 Odicious falsehood, OlTicious 9eenis hero to relate to duty^ 
jffiLC. It IS Similarly used by the same speaker in act ii. scene 
1.—i:d. i7;a. 

0(/utoiiSf 111 both instances, means done for a good purpose. 
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Etiter Leontius, Dacha, Dortalus, Agenor, 
Nisus, Telamon. 

Leuc. IVfy good Ismeniis, hold me by the wrist; 
And if thou see’sl me fainting, wring me hard, 
For I shall swoon again else ! [Kfieels. 

Leon. Welcome, my son! Rise, I did send for 
thee 

Back from the province, by thy mother’s counsel, 
Thy good mother here, who loves thee well: 

She would not le.t me venture all my joy 
Amongst my enemies. I thank thee for her. 

And none but thee: 1 took her on thy word. 
Lci((\ Pinch harder. [Aside to Ismenus. 

Leon, And she shall bid thee welcome. 1 have 
now 

Some near affairs, but I will drink a health 
To thee anon.—Come, Telamon! I’m grown 
Lustier, I thank thee for it, since I married; 
Why, Telamon, I can stand now alone, 

And never stagger, 

[Exeunt Leontius and Telamon. 
Bacha. Welcome, most noble sir, whose fame is 
come 

Hither before you!—Out, alas! you scorn me, 
And teach me what to do. 

Leuc, No; you are my mother. 

Bacha. Far unworthy of that name, 

God knows ! But trust me, here before these lords, 
I am no more but nurse unto the duke; 

Nor will I breed a faction in the state: 

It is too much for me that I am raised 
Unto his bed, and will remain the servant 
Of you that did it. 

Leuc^ Madam, I will serve you 
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As shall become me.— \_Aside.'] Oh, dissembling 
woman ! - 

Whom I must reverence though. Take from thy 
quiver, 

Sure-aim’d Apollo, one of thy swift darts, 

Headed with thy consuming golden beams, 

And let it melt this body into mist, 

That none may find it! 

Badia. Shall I beg, ray lords, 

This room in private for the prince and me ? 

[Exeunt all but Leucippus ajid Dacha. 
Leiic. What will she say now? 

Bacha. \Asick,\ I must still enjoy him : 

Yet tliere is still left in me a spark of woman. 
That wishes he would move it; but he stands 
As if he grew there with his eyes on earth.— 

Sir, you and I, when wc were last together, 

Kept not this distance, as wc were afraid 
Of blasting by ourselves. 

Ltuc. Madam, ’tis true; 

Heaven pardon it! 

Bacha. Amen ! Sir, you may think 
That I have done you wrong in this strange mar¬ 
riage.' 

Ixuc. ’Tis past now. 

Bacha. But it was no fault of mine: 

The world had call’d me mad, had I refused 
The king; nor laid I any train to catch him, 
Twas your own oaths that did it. 

Leuc. ’Tis a truth. 

That takes my sleep away! But ’would to Heaven, 
If it had been so pleased, you had refused him, 
Though I had gratified that courtesy 
With having you myself! But since ’tis thus, 

1 do beseech you that you will be honest 
From henceforth; and not abuse his credulous age, 
Which you may easily do. As for myself, 
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What I can say, you know, alas, too well, 

Is tied within me^ here ’twill sit like lead, 

But shall offend no other; it will pluck me ’ 
Back from my entrancejnto any mirth, 

As if a servant came, and whisper’d with me 
Of some fiiend’s death: But I will bear myself, 
To you, with all the due obedience 
A son owes to his mother: More than this 
Is not in me, but I must leave the rest 
To the just gods, who, in their blessed time, 
When they have given me punishment enough 
For my rash sin, will mercifully find 
As unexpected means to ease my grief, 

As they did now to bring it. 

Bacha. Grown so godly ? [A^ide, 

This must not be.—And I will be to you 
No other than a natural mother ought; 

And for my honesty, so you will swear 
Never to urge me, I shall keep it safe 
From any other. 

Leuc, Bless me! I should urge you ? 

Bacha, Nay, but swear, then that I may be at 
peace! 

For I do feel a weakness in myself, 

That can deny you nothing: If you tempt me, 

I shall embrace sin as it were a friend, 

And run to meet it, - 
Leiic. If you knew how far 
It were fiom me, you would not urge an oath; 

But for 5 our satisfaction, when I tempt you- 

Rflc/irt. Swear not.—Icannotmovehim. [Aside .']— 
This sad talk, 

Of things past help, does not become us well: 
Shall I send one for my musicians, and we’ll 
dance ^ 

Leuc. Dance, madam ^ 
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Bacha. Yes, a lavalta, * 

Lcuc, I cannot dance, madam, 

Bacha. Then let’s be merry I 
Leuc. I am as my fortunes bid me; 

Do not you see me sour ? 

Bacha, Yes. 

And why think you I smile ? 

Leuc. I am so far 

From any joy myself, I cannot fancy 
A cause of mirth. 

Bacha. I’ll tell you; we’re alone. 

Leuc. Alone? 

Bacha, Yes, 

Leuc. ’Tis true; what then? 

Bacha. What then ? you make my smiling now 
Break into laughter! What think you is 
To be done then ? 

Leuc. We should pray to Heaven 
For mercy. 

Bacha. Pray ? that were a way indeed 
To pass the time! But I will make you blush, 

To see a bashful woman teach a man 
What we should do alone; try again 
If you can find it out. 

Ixiic. I dare not think 
I understand you ! 

Bacha. I must teach you^then ; 

Come, kiss me. 

Leuc. Kiss you ? 

Bacha. Yes: be not ashamed 
You did it not yourself; I will forgive you,’ 

^ A lavaU<t.\ The lavoltu was a lively dance similar to the Ger¬ 
man waltz, bee vol. IX. j). 440. 

^ be not ashamed ! 

You did it not yourself; I mil forgive you.] The pointiii* 
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Leuc, Keep, you displeascfl gods, the due le- 
spect 

I ought to bear unto this wicked woman, 

As she is now my mother, fast within me, ^ 

Lest I add sins to sins, till no repentance 
Will cure me. 

Baclia. Leave these melancholy moods, 

That I may swear thee welcome on thy lips 
A thousand times ! 

Leuc. Pray leave this wicked talk: 

You do not know to what my father’s wrong 
May urge me. 

Bacha. I am caieless, and do weigh 
The world, my life, and all my after hopes 
Nothing without thy love: Mistake me not; 
Thy love, as I have had it, fiee and open 
As wedlock is, within itself: What say you.' 
Ltitc Nothing. 

Bacha. \Kneels.'] Pity me ! behold a duchess 
Kneels foi th}^ mercy; and I swear to you, 
Though I should lie with yon, it is no lust; 

For it desires no change : I could with you 
Content myself What answer will you give^ 
Leuc. They that can au'>wer must be less amazed 
Than I am now ! You see my tears deliver 
My meaning to you. 

Bacha. Shall 1 be oontemn’d ^ 

Thou art a beast, worse than a savage beast, 

•T’o let a lady kneel, to beg that thing 
Which a light man would offer. 

in the text is Mason’s, who thus explains the speech: Be not 
a‘'hamccl of youi not having kisscd me without my bidding; I will 
loigive that neglect.” 

* As she IS noxv mt/nioiJiett haste uithin me,'\ Anotlici judici¬ 
ous emendation ol Mason’s has heie been adopted ; the old text, 
though unnoticed by the editors _ot 1750 and 1778, being staik 
nonsense. 
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Leuc. ’Tis your will, Hcav’n ; 

But let me bear me like myself, 

However she floes! 

Baclia. Were you made an eunuch, 

Since you went hence? Yet they have more desire 
Than I can find in you. How fond was I 
To beg thy love ! I’ll force thee to my will: 

Dost thou not know that I can make the king 
Dote as me list? ^ Yield quickly, or by Heaven 
I’ll have thee kept in prison for my purpose! 
Where I will make thee serve, my turn, and have 
thee 

Fed with such meats as best shall fit my ends, 
And not thy health.—Why dost not speak to me?— 
And when thou dost displease me, and art grown 
Less able to perform, then I will have thee 
Kill’d and forgotten !—Are you stricken dumb? 

Leuc. All you have named, but making of me sin 
With you, you may command, but never that, 
Say what you will: I’ll hear you as becomes me, 
If you speak ; I will not follow your counsel, 
Neither will I tell the world to your disgrace, 
But give yo# the just honour that is due 
From me to my father’s wife. 

Bacha. Loril, how full 
Of wise formality you arc grown of late!— 

But you were telling me you could have wished 
That 1 had niained you : If you will swear so yet, 
ni make away the king. 

Lcuc. You are a strumpet- 

Bacha. Nay, 1 care not 
For all your railings; they will batter walls 


9 Bote as my list.'] So the old text. The slight variation in 
the text is biucly better than (he sdent leading ol the modern editors 
—af my list. To lat was an old verb, meamug (hoosc. 
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And take in towns, as soon as trouble me: 

Tell him ! I care not; I shall undo you only, 
Which is no matter. 

Leuc. I appeal to you 

Still, and for ever, that are and cannot be other!— 
Madam, I see ’tis in your power to work 
Your will on him ; and I desire you 
To lay what trains you will for my wish’d death. 
But suffer him to find his quiet grave 
In peace: Alas, he never did you wrong. 

And further, I beseech you pardon me 
Foi the ill word [ gave you; for however 
You may deserve, it became not me 
To call you so; but passion urges me 
I know not whither.—My heart, break now, 

And case me ever! 

Bacha. Pray you get you hence 
Wi’ your goodly humour! I am weary of you 
Extremely. 

Leuc, Trust me, so am I of myself too: 

Madam, I’ll take my leave. Gods set all right! 

Bacha, Amen 1 Sir, get you gonef— 

Am I denied ? It does not trouble me 
That I have moved, but that 1 am refused : 

I have lost my patience ! I will make him know 
Lust is not love ; for lust will find a mate 
While there are men, and so will I, and more 
Than one, or twenty! 

Timantvs. 

Yonder is Timantus, 

A fellow void of any worth to raise himself. 

And therefore like to catch at any evil 
That will but pluck him up ; him will I make 
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Mine own.—Timantus 1 
Tim. Madam? 

Bacha. Thou know’st well 
Thou wert, by chance, a means of this my raising; 
Erought the duke to me; and, though 'twere but 
chance, 

I must reward thee. 

Tim. I shall bend my service 
Unto your highness. 

Bacha. But do it then entirely, and in every thing; 
And tell me, couldst thou now think that thing 
Thou wouldst not do for me ? 

Tim. No, by iny soul, madam, 

Bacha, Then thou art right. 

Go to my lodging, and I’ll follow thee, with my 
instruction. Timantus. 

I do see already. 

This prince, that did but now contemn me, dead! 
Yet will I never speak an evil word 
Unto his fither of him, till I have 
Won a belief I love him ; but I’ll make 
Hib virtues his undoing, and iny praises 
Shall be so many swords against his breast; 

► Which once perform’d, I’ll make Urania, 

My daughter, the king’s heir, and plant my issue 
In this large thionc; nor shall it be withstood: 
They, that begin in lust, must end in blood ! 
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SCENE III. 

Another Apartment in the same. 


Enter Doriaius, Agenor, and Nisus. 

Dor. We live to know a fine time, gentlemen. 
Nmis. And a fine duke, that, thiough his doting 

Suficis himself to be a child again, 

Under his wife’s tuition. 

^Igc. All the land 

Holds in that tenure too, in woman’s service: 
Suie wc shall learn to spin ! 

Dor. No, that’s too honest; 

Wc shall have other liberal sciences 
Taught us too soon: Lying and flattering, 

Those are the studies now! and muider shortly 
I know will be humanity. Gentlemen, 

If we live here we must be knaves, believe it. 

Nisus. I cannot tell, my loid Donalus; 

Though my own nature hate it, 

If all determine to be knaves, I’ll try 
What I can do upon myself, that’s certain: 

I will not have my throat cut for my goodness; 
The viilue will not quit the pain. 

Age. But pray you tell me. 

Why is the prince, now iipc and full experienced, 
Not made a doer in the stater* 


‘ Not made a dorc in the state Corrected in 1750. 
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Enter Timantus. 

Tm. Goodness attend your honours! 

Dor ^ (HI must not be amongst us then. 

Tim. The duchess, 

Whose humble servant I am proud to be, 

Would speak nith you. 

ylge. Sir, we are pleased to wait; 

Wlien is it ? 

Tmi. An hour hence, my good lords * 

And so i leave my service. [Edit, 

Dor. This is one 

Of her ferrets that she boults business out withal: 
This fellow, if he were well ript, has all 
The linings of a knave within him; How sly he 
looks! 

Nmis. Have wc nothing about our clothes that 
he 

May catch at ? 

Age O’ my conscience, there is 
No treason in my doublet! if there be. 

My elbows will discover it, they’re out. 

Dor. ’Faith, 

And all the harm that I can find in mine 
Is, that they are not paid for ; let him 
Make what he can of that, so he discharge that; 
Come, let us go. [Ejceimt, 
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SCENE IV. 


Another in the same. 


Enter Bacha, Leontius, and Telamon. 

Bacha, And you shall find, sir, what 
A blessing Heaven gave you in such a son. 

Jjeort. Pray gods 1 may ! Let’s walk, and change 
our subject. 

Bacha, Oh, sir, can any thing come sweeter to 

you, 

Or strike a deeper joy into your heart, 

Than your son’s virtue ? 

Leon, I allow his virtues ; 

But ’tis not handsome thus to feed myself 
With such immoderate praises of mine own. 

Bacha. The subject of our commendation'' 

Is itself grown so infinite in goodness, 

That all the glory we can lay upon it, 

Though we should open volumes of his praises, 

Is a mere modesty in his expression,* 

And shews him lame still, like an ill-wrought piece 
Wanting proportion. 

Leon, Yet still he is a man, and subject still 
To more inordinate vices than our love 
Can give him blessings. 

Bacha. Else he were a god ; 

Yet so near, as he is, he comes to Heaven, 

* Is a mere modesty in hi*! expression^] That is, iii the expres¬ 
sion of him and his merits— Mason, 
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That we may see, so far as flesh can point us, 
Things only worthy them ; and only these 
In all his actions. 

ZeoN. This is too much, my queen ! 

Bacha. Had the gods loved me, that my un¬ 
worthy womb 

Had bred this brave man- 

Leon. Still you run wrong! 

Bacha. I would have lived upon the comfort of 
him, 

Fed on his growing hopes ! 

Leon. This touches me ! 

Bacha. I know no friends, nor being, but his 
virtues. 

Leon. You have laid out words enough upon a 
subject. 

Bacha. But words cannot express him, sir. Why, 
what a shape ^ 

Heaven has conceived him in! oh. Nature made 
him up- 

Leon. I wonder, duchess— 

Bacha. So you must; for less than admiration 
Loses this godlike man. 

Leon, Have you done with him ? 

Bacha. Done with him ? Oh, good gods. 

What qualities thus pass by us without reverence 
lucon. I see no such perfection. 

Bacha. Oh, dear sir, 

You are a father, and those joys to you 
Speak in your heart, not in your tongue. 

Leon. This leaves 

A taste behind it worse than physic. 

3 What frailties thus pass by us mthout reverence !] Frailties, 
Seward justly observes, is “ the very reverse of the idea required 
by the contextHe substitutes virtues for that word, but we have 
adopted Sympaon’s reading, qualities, which is much the best,— 
Kd. 1778. 

VOI. XT. 2 F 
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Bacha. Then 

For all his wisdom, valour, good fortune, and all 
Those friends of honour/ they arc in him as.free 
And natural, as passions in a woman. 

Leon You make n^e blush at all these years, 
To see how blindly you have flung your praises 
Upon a boy, a verv child; and worthless, 

Whilst I live, of these honours. 

Bacha, I would not have my love, sir, make my 
tongue 

Shew me so much a woman, as to praise 
Or dispraise, where my will is, without reason, 
Or general allowance of the people. 

Lcgii. Allowance of the people^ what allow they ^ 
Bacha. All 1 have said for truth; and they must 
do it, 

And dote upon him, love him, and admire him. 
Leon. How’s that ? 

Bacha, For in his youth^ and noble forwardness 
All things are bound together that arc kingly; 

A fitness to bear rule- 

Leon, No more! 

Bacha. And sovereignty, 

Not made to know command. 

Lton. I have said, no more 1 
Bacha. I have done, sir, though unwilling; and 
pardon me! 

Leo7U 1 do; not a word more! 


^ Bacha. Then for all his wisdom, valour. 

Good Jortune, and all those friends of honour, 

They are in him as Jrec and natural, as passions 
In a woman.^ The niea»ure here was quite lost, and tlic 
sense buit, by inserting the alt from the second line into the first. 
—Seward. 

The .icnse is not hurt by this word, and the measure, when pro^ 
perly regulated, cannot be preserved without it. 

® For in this youth.^ Varied by Seward. 
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Bacha, I have given thee poison [Aside, 

Of more infection than the dragon’s tooth| 

Or the gross air o’er-heated. 

Enter Timantus. 

Leon. Timantus, when 
Saw you the prince ? 

Thji, I left him now, sir, 

Leon. Tell me truly, 

Out of your free opinion, without courting, 

How you like him. 

Ti?7?. How I like him? 

Leon. Yes; 

For you in conversatioh may see more 
Than a father. 

Bacha. It works. [Aside, 

Tim. Your grace has chosen out an ill observer. 
Leon. Yes, I mean of his ill; you talk rightly. 
Tm. But you take me wrong! All I know by him 
I dare deliver boldlv: He is the storehouse 
And head of virtue, your great self excepted, 
That feeds the kingdom. 

Leon. These are flatteries ! 

Speak me his vices; there you do a service 
\Vortli a father’s thanks. 

Tim. Sir, I cannot. 

If thcie be any, sure they are the times’. 

Which I could wish less dangerous. But pardon me, 
1 am too bold. 

Leon. You are not; forward, 

And open what these dangers are ! 

Tim, Nay, good sir ! 

Leon. Nay, fall not off agaiii; I will have all! 
Tim. Alas, sir, what am I, you should believe 
My eyes or ears so subtle to observe 
Faults in a state? all my main business 
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Is service to your grace, and necessaries 
For my poor life. 

Leon, Do not displease me, sirrah! 

But that you know tell me, and presently. 

Tim. Since your grace will have it, 
ni speak itifreely; always my obedience 
And love preserved unto the prince. 

Leon. Pr’ythee to the matter! 

Tim. For, sir, if you consider 
How like a sun in all his great employments, 

How full of heat- 

Leon. Make me understand 
What I desire! 

Tim. And then at his return- 

Leon. Do not anger me! 

Tim. Then thus, sir: All mislike you. 

As they would do the gods, if they did dwell with 
’em. 

Leon. What? 

Tm. Talk and prate, as their ignorant rages lead 
'em, 

Without allegiance or religion. 

For Heaven’s sake, have a care of your own person! 
I cannot tell; their wickedness may lead 
Further than I dare think yet. 

Leon. Oh, base people! 

Tim. Yet the prince, 

For whom this is pretended, may persuade ’em, 
And no doubt will: Virtue is ever watchful; 

But be you still secured and comforted! 

Leon. Heaven! how have I offended, that this 
rod. 

So heavy and unnatural, should fall upon me 
When I am old and helpless ? 

Tim. Brave gentleman! 

•That such a madding love should follow thee, 

To rob thee of a father! All the court • 
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Is full of dangerous whispers. 

L^on. I perceive it; 

And, ’spite of all their strengths, will make my 
safety! 

I’ll cut him shorter—I’ll cut him shofter first, 
Then let him rule. 

Bacha. What a foul age is this, 

When virtue’s made a sword to smite the virtuous ? 
Alas, alas ! 

Leon, ril teach him to fly lower. 

Tim. By no means, sir; rather make more your 
love, 

And hold your favour to him; For ’tis now 
Impossible to yoke Ijim, if his thoughts 
(As I must ne’er believe) run with their rages 
(He ever was so innocent®). But' what reason 
His grace has to withdraw his love from me, 

And other good men that are near your person, 

I cannot yet find out; I know my duty 
Has ever been attending. 

Leon. ’Tis too plain 

He means to play the villain ; I’ll prevent him. 
Not a word more of this; be private 1 [£.rU. 

Tim. Madam, ’tis done. 

Bacha. He cannot escape me. Have you spoken 
with 

The noblemen ? 

Tim. Yes, madam; they are here. 

I wait a further service. 

^ For *tis now 

Impossible to yoke him. if his thoughts 
{As 1 must ne'er believe) run with their rages 
{He ever was so innocent.] This is a very involved paragraph, 
but the meaning is— " It is now impossible to restrain him, if he 
has given up his thoughts to their rages (that is, to their violent 
int6nt$) which I must not suffer myself to believe, as be was ever 
so innocent." 
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Bacha. Till you see the prince,^ 

You need no more instructions. 

Tim. No ; I have it! [jSxit. 

Bacha. That fool, that willingly provokes a wo- 
ma^ 

Has made himself another evil angel, 

And a new hell, to which all other torments 
Aic but mere pastime.— 

Enter Dorialus, Nisus, and Agenor. 

Now, my noble lords, 

You must excuse me, that unmannerly 
W c have broke your private business. 

Age. Your good grace 
May command us, and that— 

Bat ha. Taith, my lord Agenor, 

[t IS so good a cause, I am contldent 
\ oil cannot lose by it. 

Jhr. Which way does she fish now ? [Aside. 
The devil’s but a fool to a right woman. 

Nisus. Madam, we must needs win in doing ser¬ 
vice 

To such a gracious lady. 

Bacha. I thank you, and will let you know the 
business, 

So I may have your helps: Never be doubtful, 
For ’tis so just a cause, and will to you 
Upon the knowledge seem so honourable. 


^ Till yet be the prince.'] [So the quarto l630.] For want of 
consulting the quarto of ]6'35 (which exhibits the lection in our 
1e\l) Seward and Sympson were much puzaled about this passage: 
The foimei prints, still besft the prince; and the latter pro¬ 
poses, sriiL LET IT Br the prince .—^Through inattenUon to that 
copy (which is infinitely the best, and which U is certain they were 
possessed of) they have made many unnecessary variations, which 
we forbear to paiticulanse,—Edi iZfS. 
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That I assure myself your willing hearts 
Will straight be for me in it. 

J’ge. If she should prove good now, what were 
it like? ^ 

Dor. Thunder in January, or a good woman; 
that’s stranger than all the monsters tn Afric.® 
Racha. It shall not need your wonder; this it is: 
The duke you know is old, and rather subject 
To ease and prayers now, than all those troubles, 
Cares, and continual watchings, that attend 
A kingdom’s safety: Therefore, to prevent 
The fall of such a flourishing estate 
As this has been, and to put oif 
The murmur of the people, that encrcase 
Against my government, which the gods know 
I only feel the trouble of, I present 
The prince unto your loves, a gentleman 
In whom all excellencies are knit together, 

All pieces of a true man : Let your prayers 
Win from the duke half his vexation. 

That he may undertake it, whose discretion 
I must confess, though it be from a father. 

Yet now is stronger,, and more apt to govern. 

Tis not my own desire, but all the land s ; 

I know the weakness of it.® 

N'mis. JMadam, this noble care and love has 
won us 

Por ever to your loves : We’ll to the king; 

And since your grace has put it in our mouths, 
We’ll win him with the cunning’st words we can. 


a That*s stranger than all Afric,"] Quarto 10*30. 

9 I kno-iO the weakness of it.] That is, of the duke’s discretion, 
compared with that of Leucippus.— Mason. 

I should iathev conceive the meaning to he—‘‘ U is the desire 
of the whole land, not my own desire only, of which I know the 
inadequacy.” 
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Dor. \Aside.'\ I was never cozen’d in a woman 
before, for commonly they are like apples: If once 
they biuise, they will grow rotten through, and 
serve for nothing but to assuage swellings. 

Bacha. Good lords, 

Delay no time, since it is your good pleasures, 

To think my counsel good ! and by no means 
Let the prince know it, whose affections 
Will stir mainly against it; besides, his father 
IVlay hold him dangerous, if it be not carried 
So that his forward will appear not in it. 

Go, and be happy ! 

j)or. Well, I would not be chronicled as thou 
wilt be for a good woman, for all th'* world. 

Nisus. Mada.n, wekissyourhand; and so inspired, 
Nothing but happiness can crown our prayers.* 


" Madam, me kiss your hand, and so inspiie. 

I^^otking but haj)pintss ran c. own our players.} Corrcciiid by 
Seward. 
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ACT IV, SCENE L 


A?i Aparhnent in the Palace, 


Enter Leucippus and Ismenus. 

Leuc, Thu« she has used me: Is’t not a good 
mother? 

hffi Why kill’d you her not? 

^ 'V/ The jiods forbid it! 

/ if all the women in the wor’d were 

<1 ; h dit'^ ! 

i. n ir iis not roasrn diiccts thee tlins. 

Isnu Then have J none at all ; for all I have iu me 
on cots me. Vo nr fat he r’^ in a pretty rage. 

Jj'uc. Why ? 

tsm, Na}’, 'tis well ii he kiiowliinisclf: But some 
of the nobility lia^x* delivered a petition to him; 
what is iift 1 know not; but it has put him to his 
humps: fie jias taken a month’s time to answer 
it, a-ni chafes like himself. 

K'iti‘r Leontius, Bacha, WJ Telamon. 

Lcia. He’s here, Ismenus. 

Eeorh Si t me down. Telamon!—Leucippus! 

Leuc. Sir. 

Bacha^ Nay, good sir, be at peace ! I dare swear 
He knew not of it. 

Leon. You are foolish; peace I 

9 
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Bacha. All will go ill! Deny it boldly, sir; 
Trust me, he cannot prove it by you. 

Zeuc. What? 

Bacha. You’ll make all worse too with your 
facing it. 

Lcvc. What is the matter ? 

Li on. Know’st thou that petition ? 
l^ook on it well! Wouldst thou be join’d with me? 
Unnatural child! to be weary of me. 

Ere Fate esteem me fit for other worlds ! 

Bacha. May be he knows not of it. 

Leac, Oh, strange carriages ! 

!Sir, as I have hope that there is any thing 
To rcwaid doing well, my usages, 

Which have been—but it is no matter what— 
Have put me so far from the thought of greatness, 
1'liat I should welcome it like a disease 
That grew upon me, and I could not cure. 

They are my enemies that gave you this; 

And yet they call me friend, and are themselves, 
I fear, abused. I am weary of my life; 

For God’s sake, take it from me I it creates 
More mischief in the state than it is worth. 

The usage I have had, I know, would make 
Wisdom hefself run frantic through the stieets, 
And Patience quarrel with her shadow. Sir, 

This sword- 

Bacha. Alas ! help, for the love of Heaven! 
Make a way through me first; for he is your father 
Leon. What, would he kill me ? 

Bacha. No, sir, no. 

Leon. Thou always mak’st the best on't ; but I 
fear— 

Laic. Why do you use me thus ? Who is’t can 
think 

That I would kill my father, that can yet 
Forbear to kill you?—Here, sir, is my sword ; 
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I dare not touch it, lest she say again 
I would have kill’d you. Let me not have mercy 
When I most need it, if I would not change 
Place with my meanest servant!—Let these faults 

[Apart to Baciia. 

Be mended, madam! if you saw how ill 
They did become you, you would part with them. 
Bacha. I told the duke as much before. 

Leuc, What ? what did you tell him ? 

Bacha. That it was only an ambition, 

Nursed in you by your youth, provoked you thus, 
Which age would take away. 

Leon. It was his doing then?—Comehither, Ion c! 
Bacha. No, indeed, sir. 

Leuc. How am I made, that I can bear all Ibis ? 
If any one had used a friend of mine 
Near this, my hand had carried death about il. 
Leon. Lead me hence, Telamon! Come, my iIcmi 
B acha! 

I shall find time for this. 

Ism. Madam, you know I dare not speak before 
The king; but you know well, (if not. I’ll tell you) 
You’re the most wicked, and most murderous 
strumpet, 

That ever was call’d woman! 

Bacha. My lord. 

What I can do for him, he shall command me. 
Leon. I know thou art too kind : Away, I say! 
[Exeunt Leontius, Bacha, Timantus, and 
Telamon. 

Ism. Sir, I am sure we dream : this cannot be. 
Leuc. Oh, that Nve did! My wickedness has 
brought 

All this to pass, else I should bear myself. 

[Uhania passes (yt^r the Stage. 
Ism. Look! do you see who’s there ? your vir- 



460 CUPID’S REVENGE. [Act IV. 

tuous mother's issue: Kill her yet! take some lit¬ 
tle pidling revenge. 

Leuc. Away! 

The whole court calls her virtuous; for they say, 
She is unlike her mother; and if so, 

Slip can have no vice. 

I.s7n, ril trust none of ’em 
That come of such a breed. 

Leuc, But I have found 
A kind of love in her to me. Alas! 

Think of her death! I dare be sworn for her, 

She lb as fiee from any hate to me 

As her bad mother’s full. She was brought up 

I’ th’ country, as her tongue will let you know, 

If }oii hut talk with her, with a poor uncle, 

Such as her mother had. 

Enter Urania. 

Tm. She’s come again. 

(Ira. I would fen speak to the good marquis, 
my brother, 

If I but thought he could abaid me. 

Leuc. Sister, how do you ? 

Ura. Very well, I thank you. 

Ism. How does your good mother ? 

Leuc. Ey, fy, Jsmenus! 

Por shame i mock such an innocent soul as this ? 
Ura. Feth, a’ she be no good, God may her so! 
Leuc. I know you* wish it with your heart, dear 
sister! 

But she is good, 1 hope. 

Ism. Aie you so pimple, 

To make so much of this ? Do you not know, 
That all her wicked mother labours for 
Is but to raise her to your right, and leave her 
This dukedom } 
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Ura. Ay ; but ne’er, sir, be afred; 

For though she take th’ ungainest weas she can, 
I’ll ne’er hat fro’ you. 

Zewc. I should hate myself, Ismenus, 

If I should think of her simplicity 
Aught but extremely well. 

Is}n. Nay, as you will! 

Ura, And though she be my mother, 

If she take any caurse to do you wrang, 

If I can see’t, you’st quickly hear on’t, sir : 

And so ni take my leave. 

Lcuc. Farewell, good sister! 

I thank you. \Exk Urania. 

Isrn. You believe all this ? 

Leuc. Yes. 

Ism, A good faith doth well; but, metliinks, it 
were no hard matter now for her mother to send 
her. 


Zw/erTiMANTus. 

Yonder’s one you may trust if you will too. 
Leuc, So I will. 

If he can shew me as apparent signs 
Of truth as she did. Does he weep, Ismenus? 

Ism, Yes, I think so; some goods happen’d I 
warrant.—Do you hear, you ? What honest man 
has ’scaped misery, that thou art crying thus ? 

Tim, Noble Ismenus, 

Where is the prince ? 

Isni, Why, there: Hast wept thine eyes out ? 
Tim, Sir, I beseech you hear me. 

Leuc, Well, speak on. 

Ism. Why, will you hear him ? 

Leuc, Yes, Ismenus; why? 

Ism. I would hear blasphemy as willingly, 
Leuc. You are to blame. 
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Tim. No, sir, he’s not to blame. 

If I were as I was* 

7s7?2. Nor as thou art, 

I’faith, a whit to blame. 

ZetiC. What is your business? 

Tim. ’Faith, sir, I am ashamed to speak before 
you; 

]\Iy conscience tells me I have injured you. 

And, by the earnest instigation 
Of others, have not done you to the king 
Always the best and friendliest offices: 

Which pardon me, or I will never speak! 

Is?//. Never pardon him, and silence a knave I 
Zr//c. I pardon thee. 

T///1. Your mother sure is nausfht. 

Lc.uc. Why shouidst thou think so? 

Ti/n. Oh, noble sir, your honest eyes perceive not 
The dangers you are led to: Shame upon her, 

And what fell miseries the gods can think on, 
Shower down upon her wicked head ! She has 
plotted, 

I know too well, your death: ’W^ould my poor life, 
Or thousand such as mine is, might be offer’d 
Like sacrifices up for your preserving ; 

What free oblations would she have to glut her! 
lint she is merciless, and bent to ruin, 

If Heaven and good men step not to your rescue. 
And timely, very timely. Oh, this dukedom ! 

I weep, I weep for the poor orphans in 
This country, left without friends or parents.* 


* I zveep, I weep for the poor orphans i' th* country 

with h\x\, friends ox parents.^ The villainy of Timantus 
will not allow him to talk absurdly ; his art imposes on the prince, 
and he should therefoir at least speak sense. And indeed how easy 
was the mistake of without to with but f 'I'his being made, the re^ 
petition of the or was abs urd, and being left out, the measuie was 
spoilt, and" consequently believed to be no measure at all. This 
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Leuc. Now, Ismenus, what think you of this 
fellow } 

This was a lyin^ knave, a flatterer! 

Does not this love still shew him so ? 

Ism, This love? this halter! If he prove not yet 
The cunning’st, rankest rogue that ever canted. 
I’ll ne’er see man again I know him to bring/ 
And can interpret every new face he makes. 

Look how he wrings, like a good stool, for a tear! 
Take heed; 

Children and fools first feel the smart, then weep. 

Leuc. Away, away ! such an unkind distrust 
Is worse than a dissembling, if it be one, 

And sooner leads to mischief: I believe it, 

And him an honest man ; he could not cai ly. 
Under an evil cause, so true a sorrow. 

Ism. Take heed! this is your mother’s scorpion, 

pocess of the corruption seems natural, and tlicrefuie 1 liopo I 
liavo only lestored the original. Mr Syinpson joins in cojreelin'; 
but to without —Seward. 

Quarto l(i35 reads, Ltjt but loith J'ltends, not parents .—Kd. 
1778. 

3 ril ne*er see man Seward calls this “ absurd,*’ and sub¬ 

stitutes seem for see: VVe think the expression easy and natural.— 
i:d. 1778. 

* - - I Lnoio him to bring, 

And can interpret every neio face he makes,^ Unless a whole 
line be Icil out attar b/ing, or the first part be made an imperfect 
sentence, which would be very improper liere, this seems quite un¬ 
intelligible. I read—J know him to b* a rogue, which is much 
nearer the trace of the letters than it seems in the pronunciation; 
ring and rogue having two of the same letters, and a third, u and 
n extremely like each other.— 

No reader can be convinced by this reasoning of Seward’s, Ma¬ 
son wishes to read— 

1 know him to be one^ 

that is, a rogue. This is more plausible, but I have little hesita¬ 
tion in believing, that this i*. one of the numerous passages where 
a line has been overlooked by the compositor. 
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That carilcs stings even in his tears, whose soul 
Is a rank poison through : Touch not at him; 

If you do, you are gone, if you had twenty lives, 
I knew him for a roguish boy, 

When he would poison dogs, and keep tame toads; 
He lay with his mother, and infected her, 

And now she begs i’ th’ hospital, with a patch 
Of velvet where her nose stood, like the queen 
Of spades, and all her teeth in her purse. 

The devil and this fellow are so near, 

Tis not yet known which is the eviler angel. 
Lcuc, Nay, then I see ’tis spite.—Come hither, 
friend I 

Hast thou not heard the cause yet that incensed 
My mother to my death? for I protest 
I feel none in myself. 

77m. Her will, sir, and ambition, as I think, 
Arc the provokers of it, as in women 
Those two are ever powerful to destruction ; 
Reside a hate of your still-growing virtues. 

She being only wicked.^ 

Leuc. Heavens defend me. 

As I am innocent, and ever have been. 

From all immoderate thoughts and actions. 

That carry such rewards along with ’em! 

Tim. Sir, all I know my duty must reveal; 

My country and my love command it from me, 
For whom I’ll lay my life down: This night coming, 
A counsel is appointed by the duke, 

To sit about your apprehension: 

Ifyou dare trust my fakh, (which, by all good things, 
Shall ever watch about you!) go along. 

And to a place I’ll guide you, where no word 
Shall ’scape without your hearing, nor no plot. 
Without discovering to you; which once known, 

* She being ovAy wicked.] That is, nothing but wickedness; 
entirely compounded of \X.r^Mason» 
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You have your answers and prevention. 

Ism. You’re not so mad to go ? shift off this fellowf 
You shall be ruled once by a wise man.—Ratsbane! 
Get you gone, or- 

Zeuc. Peace, peace for shame! thy love is too 
suspicious; 

Tis a way ofer’d to preserve my life, 

And 1 will take it.—Be my guide, Timantiis, 

And do notmind this angry man 1 thoukiiow’bl him. 
I may live to requite thee. 

7"wi. Sir, this service 
Is done for Virtue’s sake, not for reward, 
However he may hold me. 

Jsm. The great pox on you I hut thou hast that 
curse so much, ’twill grow a blessing in thee shoj t- 
ly.—Sir, for Wisdom’s sake, court not >(>iir (l.-<ith ’ 
1 am >our friend and subject, and 1 sh.ill lose in 
both; if I loved you not, 1 would laiigli at jou, 
and see you run your neck into the noose, and 
cry, a woodcock! 

Zetic. So much of man, and so much feai ful; fy ' 
Pr’ythee have peace within thee! I shall live yet 
Many a golden day to hold thee here. 

Dearest and nearest to me.—Goon, Timantiis !-- 
I charge you by your love, no more, no more! 

[Zureimt Leucippus ^z?ir/TrMANTUS. 
Is7?i. Go, and let your own rod whip you I 1 pity 
you ; 

And, dog, if he miscarry, thou shalt pay for’t; 

I’ll study for thy punishment, and it shall last 
Longer and sharper than a tedious winter. 

Till thou blasphem’st; and then thou diest and 
danm’st. [Z.nZ 
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SCENE IL 


Another in the same. 


Enter Leontius amlTEJ.A.w's. 

(a on. r wonder the duchess comes not. 

7(/. She has heard, sir, your will is to speak 
with her: 

Rut lluMc is something leaden at her licart, 

(Play C lod it be not moital!) th<it even keeps hci 
Eiom conversation with herself. 

Enter Bach a.^ 

Ihcha, Oh, whither 

Will you, my cross affections, pull me ? Foitune, 
Fate, 

And you whose powers direct our actions, 

And dwell within ns, you that are angels 
Guiding to Virtue, wheiefore have you given 
So stiong a hand to evil? wherefore sulfei’d 
A temple of your own, you deities, 

Whcic }'Our fair selves dwelt only, and } our good¬ 
ness, 

Thus to he soil’d with sin ? 

Leon. Heaven bless us all! 

Fiom whence comes this distemper? Speak, mj^ 
fair one! 


* There seems to me to be a striking resemblance between the 
character ot B clui and that of Congroc’s Lady Touchwood,— 
Masop. 
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B(xha. And liave you none, Love and Obedience, 
You ever faithful servants, to employ 
In this strange story of impiety, 

Rut me? a mother? Must I be your trumpet,' 

To lay black treason open?* and in him 
In whom all sweetness was; in whom my love 
^ras proud to have a being; in whom .lustiee. 
And all the gods for our imitations,^ 

Can work into a man, were more than \ii(ues ^ 
Ambition, down to Hell, where thou wcit fostci'd* 
Thou hastpoison’dthebestsoul, the purest, wliitest, 
And merest innocence itself,* that ever 
i\ fan’s greedy hopes gave life to, 

Lco7i. This is still stranger! lay this treason open 
To my correction. 

Dacha. Oh, what a comh^it Duty and Affection 
Jheed in my blood! 

Leon. If thou conccafst him, ma}', 

Beside my death, the curses of the country, 
Tioubles of conscience, and a wretched end, 
Bring thee unto a poor forgotten grave ! 

Dacha, My being, for another tongue to tell it' 
Oh, case a mother, some good man that dates - 


Must I he your strumpet r] Was slie fiiG;li(cnc(l at tlio idea ot 
lieiiij; a to Love and Obedience? .Surely tiunipit is tbe 

One icadinw. J.d. 1/78. 

* To lay black treaton upon.] Corrected in 1750. 

® Foi our imaginations.] Sympson would road imitatious instead 
of imaffinations : We think the text best. If the passage is at all 
corrupt, we should perhaps road or , not ron our imagination, 
I’ai. J778. 

Mason proposes to read “ to our imaginotions,’* which he calls 
“ a slighter cim ndationbut Sympson’s ia much bettor, and 
nothing is more common than corruptions in words of many 
syllables. 

* And mcerest innoceiitst.] Mr Theobald had picvcnlcd me in 
this conoclion.— 
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Speak for his king and country I am full 
Of too mucli woman’s pity: Vet, oh, Heaven, 
Since it concerns the safety of my sovereign, 

Let it not be a cruelty in me. 

Nor draw a mother’s name in question 
’Mongst unborn people, to give up that man 
To law and justice, that unrighteously 
Has sought iiis father’s death ! lie deaf, be deaf, sir! 
Your sou is the offender; Now have you all: 
’Would 1 might never speak again! 

Leon. My son? 

Ileawn help me! No more! I thought it; 

And since his life is grown so dangerous, 

Let them that gave him, take him! he shall die. 
And with him all my fears. 

Biicha, Oh, use your mercy ! 

You have a brave subject to bestow it on. 

I will Idio'ive him, sir: and for his wrong: 

To me, ril be betorc you. 

Leon. Durst his villainy 
Extend to thee? 

Bavha. Nothing but heats of youth, sir. 

Leun. Upon my life he sought my bed! 

Baclia. 1 must confess he loved me 
Somewhat beyond a son; and still pursued ii 


’ Jl/y icing: For another tongue to tell it^ 

Cc-ive, a mother ! some good man that dares 
iipea/c jor his king and country: I am Jull 
Of loo much won.an’i, ptty.'\ Few emendations have given mt 
to much pleasure as that ot this passage The corruption lay m 
the loss oiilj uf about a 6fth part of a letter, and yet it utterly 
spoil'd both metre and sense, where both were veiy bcdutilul. 
It <o-r me two or thiee turns before J could hit upon it, but 
when mentioned it canies immediate conviction. Instead of Ccoa 
a mothcTf it is only turning the C into an 0. 

O! ea‘‘e a mother iQmc good man that dares 
Fpcak for his king and country* - Seward. 
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With such a lust, I will not say ambition, 

That, clean forgetting all obedience, 

And* only following his first heat unto me, 

He hotly sought your death, and me in marriage. 
Leon. Oh, villain ! 

Bacha. But I forget all; and am half ashamed 
To press a man so far. 

Enter Timantus, 


Tim Where is the duke? 

For God’s sake, bring me to him 1 
Leon. Here I am. 

Each corner of the dukedom sends new affright^ 
forth! 

What wouldst thou r Speak! 
lim. I cannot, sir; my fear 

Ties up my tongue. 

Leon. W’hy, what’s the matter? Take 
Thy courage to thee, and boldly speak! Where arc 
The guard? In the gods name, out with it. 

Tim. Treason, treason! 

Leon. In whom ? 

Bacha. Double the guard! 

Tun. 'i’hcre is a fellow, sir- 

Leon. Leave shaking, man ! 

Twi. T'ls not for fear, but wonder. 

T pnn W^clU 

y i>«. There is a fellow, sir, close’ in tlie lobby 
Vou the guard, look to the door there. 

Leon. But let me know the business. 

r,m. Ob, that the hearts of men should be so 

harden’d ^ , 

Against so good a duke !—For God s sake, sii, 
S^ek means to save yourself! This wretched s ave 

: f/osr.l I. c. Clo‘ely or privately concealed. 
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Has his sword in his hand; I know his heart; 

Oh, it hath almost kill’d me with the thought of it? 
Leon. Where is he? 

HiUter the Guard, 

Tim. r the lobby, sir, close in a c('rner: 

Look to \oursclves, for Heaven’s sake! mctiiink';, 
li(‘\ ii.Mc alicady. Fellows of the guard, be vakaiil! 

Lei n. Go, sirs, and apprehend him! Treason shall 
Nevei daic me in mine own gates. 

[Llucippus brought in by the Guard, 
I'ini. ’Tis done. 

Bcdui. And thou shalt find it to thy best content, 
Leon. Ale these the comforts of my age? They 
are happy 

That end their days contented with a little, 

And live aloof from dangers! to a king 
ihv'ry content doth a new peril bring. 

Oh, let me live no longer! Shame of Nature, 
Jhistard to Honour, traitor, murderer, 

Devil in a human shape! Away with him; 

He shall not breathe his hot infection here. 

Leiic. Sir, hear me. 

I^eon. Am I or he your duke? Away with him 
To a close prison ! Your highness now shall know, 
Such branches must be cropt before they grow. 
Lciic. Whatever fortune comes, I bid it welcome; 
innocence is my armour: Gods prescive you ! 

\_Ed’it, 

BlicIui. Fare thee well 1 
1 shall ne’er see so brave a gentleman. 

’Would I could weep out his offences? 

Tim, Or 

I could weep out mine eyes! 

/to//. Come, gentlemen! 

Wo 11 determine presently about his death; 
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We cannot be too forward in our safety. 
I am very sick; lead me unto my bed ! 


SCENE III. 


A Street. 


Enter Citizen and his Boif. 

C/t. Sirrah, go fetch my fox'* from the cutlers 
rhere’s money for the scow ring; Tell iiim I stop 
A groat since the last great muster, he liad in .stone 
pitch 

For the bruise he took, with the recoilingof his gun. 
Boj/. Yes, sir. 

Cit. And (do you hear?) when you come, take 
down my buckler, 

And sweep the cobwebs off, and grind the pick onli, 
And fetch a nail or two and tack on the bracers ; 
Your mistress made a pot-lid on’t, I thank her, 
At her maid’s wedding, and burnt off the handle. 
Boi/. I will, sir. [Edit. 

Cit, [Juiockingat a door.} Who’s within here? Ho, 
neighbour! 

Not stirring yet? 

Enter Secon Citizen, 

2 Cit, Oh, good morrow, good morrow! 

What news, what news ? 


^ My fox.] *. My s,v>Qri, 
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1 Cit. It holds, he dies this morning. 

2 Cit. Then happy man be his fortune ! I am re¬ 

solved. 

1 Cit. And so am I, and forty more good fellows. 
That will not give their heads for the washing, I 

take it.* 

2 Cit. 'Sfoot, man, who would not hang in such 

good company, 

And such a cause? A fire o’ wife and children ! 

’ l is such a jest, that men should look behind ’em 
To the woild, and let their honours, their honours, 
neighbour, slip. 

1 Cit. I’ll give thee a pint of bastard® and a roll, 
For that bare word. 

2 i 'it They say, that we tailors are 

Things that lay one another, and our geese hatch us; 
I’ll make some of’em feel they are geese o’ the game 
then. 

Jack, take down my bill; *tis ten to one T use it.— 
I'akc a good heart, man! all the low ward is ours. 
With a wet finger.— 

And lay my cut-finger’d gauntlet ready for me, 
That that I used to work in, when the gentlemen 
Were up against us, and beaten out of town, 

And almost out of debt too; for a plague on ’em, 
They never paid well since! And take heed, sirrah, 
Your mistress hears not of this business; 

She’s near her time: Yet, if she do, I care not; 

* T/fat mtt not' give tJuir heads for the washings 1 take jY.j 
This pioverbial occurs in Hudibras (Part 1. Canto 111, 

ver. 255.) 

For my part it shall ne’ci be said 
I for the washing gave my head." 

® Bastaid.} For a description of this sweet wine, see vol. V. 
p. ' It IS thus mentioned in S. Rowley's Mart} red Soldici: 
“ \ ou'll praise bastard for the sweetest wine in the world, and 
call for another quart of it." 
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She may long for rebellion, for she has 
A devilish spirit. 

1* C\t, Come, let’s call up the new ironmonger! 
He’s as tough as steel, and has a fine wit in 
These resurrections. Are you stirring, ncighhoiirr 

[^Knocking at ttmlhcr doo>\ 
3 Cit. [JVithin,'] Oh, good morrow, neighbours ! 
I’ll come to you presently. 

2 Cit, Go to I—— 

This is his mother’s doing; she’s a jioleeat! 

1 Cit, As any is in the world. 

2 Cit. Then say I have hit it; and a vengeance 

on her, 

Let her be what she will! 

1 Cit. Amen say I! 

Shchasbroughtthingstoafinepasswithher wisdom, 
Do you mark it ? 

2 Cil. One thing I am sure she has, tlic good old 

duke ; 

She gives him pap again, they s.ay,and dandles Iiim, 
And hangs a coral and bells about his neck, 

And makes him believe his teeth will come again; 
Which if tliey did, and I he, I would worry her 
As never cur was worried! I would, neighbour,' 
Till iny teethinetl knowwhcrc; butthat’seouuscL" 

£atcr Third Citiz€)i. 

3 Cit. Good morrow, neighbours! Hear you the 

sad news ? 

1 Cit. Yes; ’would we knew as well how to pre¬ 
vent it! 


’ But th(il*s couiibel.] That is, a secret. So in the Duke of Mi¬ 
lan by MaS'^iugcr:— 

“-Nay, it is no counsel, 

You may partake it, gentlemen.’' 
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3 C'li. I cannot tell: IMethinks, ’iwere no great 
matter, 

If men were men; but- 

2 Vk, You do not twit me with my calling, 

neighbour ? 

3 OV. No, surely; for I knovv your spirit to 

be tall: 

Play be not vexed ! 

2 Vil. Play forward with your counsel. 

T am uhat I am, and they that prove me shall 
f ind iretollieircost—Do youmark me, neighbour? 
'lo tin 11 cost, I say. 

1 ViL Nay, look how soon you are angry ! 

2 i'll, dlicy shall, neighbours; yes, 1 say they 

shall. 

3 Cil. I do believe they shall. 

1 Vit. I know they shall. 

SCz/. \Vhetheryoudoorno,Icare nottwo-pcnce? 
I am no beast; I know mine own strength, neigh¬ 
bours : 

(Jod bless the king! Your companies is fiiir. 

1OV. Nay, neighbour, nowye err; I must tellye so, 
An ye were twenty neighbours. 

Cit. You had best 
Go peach; do peach! 

2 Cit. Fcach ? I scorn the motion. 

3 CiV. Do, and see what follows! I’ll spend an 

hundred pound 

(An’t be two, I care not), but I’ll undo thee. 

2 Cit. Peach? oh, disgrace! peach in thy face! 
and do 

The worst thou canst 11 am a true-man, and a free¬ 
man 

Peach ? 

1 Cit. Nay, look, you will spoil all. 

2 Cit. Peach ? 

] Cit. Whilst you two brawl together, 
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Tlie princ? will lose liis life. 

Cit. Come, give me your hand ! 

I 1(5ve YOU well. Are you for the action? 

12 OV. Yes; 

Put peach j)vovokes me ! ’tis a cold fruit; I feel it 
Cold ill my stomach still. 

5 Cit. No more! Til give you cake to digc'jt it. 

Enter Fourth Cither. 

4 Lit. \Entcrki^.~\ Shut up my sliop, and he rea¬ 

dy at a call, boys! 

A n d o 11 eof yo ii r u u o ver my old t uck w 11 h a IV w as] 1 e s 
(Tis grown odious with toasting cheese', .oul hum 
A little juniper in my muriiou* (the maid m ule iL 
Her cliamber-pot); an hour hence i’ll come .t'/.tin. 
And, as you hear from me, send me a cle m sleit ’ 

5 Cit. The cliandlerby the wharf, an ii be t by u ill' 

2 Cit. Gossip, good'morrow ! 

4 Cit. Oh, good morrow, gossip! 

Good morrow, all! I see ye of one mind, 

Ye cleave so close together. Come; ’tis time! 

I have prepared an hundred, if they stand. 

1 Cit. Tis well done: Shall we sever, and cdiouTic? 

3 Cit. rirst, let’s to tlf tavern! and apiata-piccc 
Will make us diagons. 

2 Cit. I w ill have no mercy, 

Come what will of it. 

4 Cit. If my tuck hold, I’ll spit 

The guard like larks with sage between cm. 

2 Cit. I have 

A foolish bill to reckon with ’em, will make 
Some of t'leir licarts ache, and I’ll lay it on! 

Now shall I fight, ’twill do you good to sec me. 


s 3tur;ia».] Properly, mbrion^ a helmet. 
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3 Clt. Come, I’ll do something for the town to 
talk of 

When I am rotten: Pray God there be enough 
^lo kill, that s all! 


SCENE IV. 


Before the Falacc. 


EW/’t Douialus, Nisus, and Kge'sok 

A^c. How black the day begins ! 

Jhr. Can }oii blame it, and look upon such a 
deed as sliall be done this morning? 

Nisus. Does the prince sutler to-day ? 

Dor. Within this hour, they say. 

Age. Well, they that are most wicked are most 
safe. ’Twill be a strange justice, and a lameiit- 
alflc: Gods keep us from the too-soon feeling 
of it! 

Dor. 1 care not if my throat were next; for to 
live still, and live here, were but to grow fat for 
the shambles. 

Nisus. Yet we must do’t, and thank ’em too, 
that our lives may be accepted. 

Age. ’Faith, I’ll go starve myself, or grow dis¬ 
eased, to shame the hangman; for I am sure he 
shall be my herald, and quarter me. 

Dor. Ay, a plague on him, he’s too excellent 
at arms. 

Nisus. Will you go see this sad sight, my lord 
Agenor ? 


X 
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Age ril make a mourner. 

Dor. ir I could (Jo liim any good, I would go; 
the.bare sight else would butaiilict my spirit: My 
praters shall be as near him as Nour eyes. As yc 
finci him settled, remember my love and service 
to his grace. 

Nhus. \\#will weep for you, sir. F.ireuell! 

1 EacuhL 

Dor. Farewell ! 

To all our happiness, a long farewell’— 

Thou angry Power, whether of heaven or hell, 
That la^'bt this sharp correction on oui kingdom 
For our offences, inlinite and inighiy ! 

Oh, liear me, and at length be pleased, he pleased 
With pity to diaw hack th) vengeance, 

Too heavy foronr weakness; and accept 
(Since it is your discretion, heavenly wisdoms, 

To have it so) this sacrifice for all, 

That now is tly ing to your happiness, 

Only for you most fit; let all our sins 

Suffer in him !— [A Aiout xciihin. 

Gods, wdiat’s the matter? 1 hope 
Tisjoy:—How now, my lords? 

• * 

Enter Agenou and Nisus. 

Nisiis. I'll tell you with what little breath I have: 
Aloie joy than you dare think; tlie pniice is safe. 
From danger. 

Dor. How! 

Aiic. ’i'is true, and thus it was; His hour was 
come 

To lose liis life; he, ready for the stroke, 

Ni-')lv and lull of saint like patieme, 

Went w'dl) liis giiaid; w inch when tne people saw, 
Compassion first went out, mingled with tears, 
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That bred desires, and m hispers to cacli oilier, 
To do some worthy kindness for tiie prince; 

And cre they understood well hov/ to do, 

Fury stepped in, and taught them wliat to do, 
Thrusting on every hand to rescue him, 

As a while innocent. Then (lew the roar 
Tiirough all the streets, of Save save hiv?, 
save hi’,if 

And as they cried, they did; for catching up 

Such sudden weapons as thcinnadncssslicwVl them, 

1 11 shoi \, they beat the guard, and tookhim froni'eni, 

And now march with him like a royal army. 

J)o}\ ] leaven, Heaven, I thank thee! what a 

slave was I 
< 

'i'o h:nc my hand so far from this brave rescue! 
'fhad been a thing to brag on when I was old. 

S'.all we iiin lor a wager to the next temple, 

•Viu! L;ive thanks? 

A'lsus. As (ast as wishes. 


SCENE V, 


77ie Street. 


Enter Leucippus and Ishienus ; the People xutk- 

in stop. 

Leuc. Good fiicnds, go homeag^iin! there’s not 
a man 

Shall go with me. 

Ism. Wdl you not take revenge? 
ril call them on. 
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Lcuc. All that love me, depart! 

I thank yon, and will serve you tor your loves; 
]hit 1 will thank you more to sutler inc 
To govern 'em. Once iiioie, 1 do beg yc, 

For my sake to your houses! 

AIL UVifhui,^ Gods pieserve you! 

Ism. And what house will you go to ? 

Leuc. Ismenns, I will take the waiics‘ ccui.es 
That I can think of to defend myself, 

But not offend. 

Ism. You may kill your mother, and ne'er of¬ 
fend voiir fatlier, an honest man ! ® 

Leuc. Thou know’st I can'scape luw; that's all 
I look for. 

I will leave- 

hm. Timantus, a pox take him ! 'would I luid 
]iim here! I would kill him at his ov.n \ei\.pr)ii, 
single scythes. We have built ciioiigli on liiin. 
J^laguc on’t, I'm out of all patience! dischai^e 
such an army as this, that would have follow'd 
yon without paying ? Oh, go(K! 

Leuc. To what end shall I keep ’em r I am fjec. 

l>>m. Yes, free o’ tlf traitois; foi >oii aie pio- 
claimed one. • . 

Leuc. Should I therefore make myself one? 

Is)ii. This is one of your moral plulosopliy, is 
It^ Ika\en bless me from suhtilties to undo my¬ 
self With! but 1 know, if reason heiscif weic here, 
she would not part with her own safety. 


^ 1 on may hill your mother^ and ne'er ofj'uul yoar fa’fur, an 
Jioncst Former pdilions. Ikali bciue and incasurL- rujuire 

the eineiiciatmn.— Sexcard. 

1 conceive uic expression, An honest man I is an ironical cx- 
rlaination. As loi the iiKt'- , I do not believe any (o have been 
mlended, as i menus <;eiK*ialiy speaks in prose. Sevvard reads 
pluisiiiiy, but very licuiUonslyi o; any honest man. 
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Lenc. Well, pardon, Ismcnus ! for I know 
My courses are most just; nor will I stain 'em 
With one bad action. For thyself, thou know’st. 
That though I may command thee, I shall be 
A ready servant to thee, if thou need’st: 

And so ril take my leave. 

Isnu Of whom? 

Lcnc. Of thee. 

Ism. ’Heart, you shall take no leave of me! 

Am*, Shall I not? 

liyin. No, by the gods, shall you not! Nay, if 
^ou have no more wit but to go absolutely alone, 
ril he in a little. 

Lciic. Nay, pr’y thee, good Tsmenus,part with me! 

L)}>. 1 wo’not, i’faith ! never move it any more; 
for by this good light, I wo’not! 

I.cfic. This is an ill time to be thus uniuly : 
Isinenus, you must leave me. 

Ism. Yes, if you can beat me away; else the 
gods refuse me, if I will leave you till I see more 
leason ! you shall not undo yourself. 

Xc?/c. Hut why wilt not leave me? 

Why, I’ll tell you: Because when you arc 
^gone, then—’Life, it I have not forgot my lea- 
son, hell take me! you put me out of patience so. 
Oh! marry, when you are gone, then will your 
mother—A pox confound her!—-she ne’er comes 
ill my head, but she spoils my memory too. Theie 
arc a hundred reasons. 

JLaic. But shew me one. 

Ism. Shew you ? what a stir here is! Why I 
wdll shew you : Do you think—well, well, I know 
what I know ; I pray come, come! Tis in vam, 
but lam sure—Devils take ’em 1 what do I meddle 
with them? You know yourself—’Soul, I think I 
' am—Is there any man i’ th’ world—As if you knew 
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not this already better than I! Pish, pish, Til give 
no reason! 

Leuc, But I will tell thee one, whj thou shouldst 
stay: 

I have not one friend in the court but tlinii. 

On whom I may be bold to trust to scud me 
Any intelligence ; and if thou lov'ht me, 

Thou wilt do this; thou necd’st not fear to ;>ta} ; 
For there are new-come j)roclamalioii'3 oat. 

Where all are pardon’d hut myself. 

Isin. ’Tis true ; and in the same pioel imatiou 
your fine sister Urania, whom you used so knull\, 
is proclaim’d heir-apparent to the crown. 

jLetiC, What though, thou niay’st st.j) at home 
without danger? 

Ism. Danger? hang danger! what tell you me 
of danger ? 

Zeuc, Why, if thou wilt not do’t, I think thou 
dar’st not. 

Lm. I dare not? If you speak in earnest, you 
are a boy. 

Zeuc. Well, sir, if you dare, let me see )^ou do’t. 
Ism. Why, so you shall; I will stay. • . 

Zeuc. Why, God-a-mercy- 

Ism. You know I love you but too well! 

Zeuc. Now take these few directions, and fare¬ 
well ! 

Send to me by the wariest ways thou canst: 

I have a soul tells me we shall meet often. 

The gods protect thee! 

Ism. Pox o’ myself for an ass, I am crying now! 
God be with you ! if I never sec you again, why 
then—Pray get you gone; for grief and anger 
wo’not let me know what I say. I’ll to the court 
is fast as I can, and see the new heir apparent. 

[Ea^eunt^ 

2 H 


VOL. XI, 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 


A Streets. 


Enter Urania, [in boys clothes) and her Maid, 

Err Wljat, bast thou found him? 

Jl/aid Madam, he’s coming in. 
l ia. (lod bless my brother, wheresoe’er he is' 
And I beseech you keep me fro’ the bed 
Of an) naughty tyrant, wliom my mother 
Would ha’ me have to wrong him. 

Enter Ismenus. 

Ism. What would her new grace have with me ? 
Ura. Leave us awhile.— \£xit Maid. 

My lord Ismenus, 

I pray, for the love of Heaven and God, 

That you would tell me one thing, which I know 
You can do week 

Ism, \Morking //cr.] Where’s her fain grace? 
Ura, You know me weel inough,* but that you 
mock; 

I’m she my sen. 

Ism. God bless him that shall be thy husband! 
if thou wear’st breeches thus soon, thou’lt be as 
impudent as thy mother. 

• 

* It is one of tbe numerous singularities in this plcij’t that 
Urania, the Lycian princess, speaks a mixture of broad Scotch 
and Vorkshirc. 
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lira. But will you tell me this one thing? 

Ism, What is it ^ if it be no great matter whe¬ 
ther! do or no, jierhaps I will, 

Ura, Yes, ’faith, ’tis matter. 

Ism. And what is’t ? 

Ura, I pray you let me know whair the prince 
my brother is. 

Ism, Tfaith, you shan he bang’d dr^t’ Is >our 
mother so foolish to think your good grace can 
sift it out of me ? 

Ura. If you have any mercy 
Left in you to a poor weiieii, tell me ! 

Ism, Wliy, wouldst not thou have tliy brains 
beat out for this, to follow thy mother's steps so 
young ? 

Ura. Biit, believe me, she knows none of tliis. 

Ism, Believe you^ Why do you think I ne\er 
had wits? or that I am run out of them' How 
should it belong to you to know, if 1 could tell ? 

Ura. Why, I will tell you; and if I speak false, 
Let the dc’il ha* me ! Yonder’s a bad man, 

Come from a tayrant to my mother, and what 
name 

They ha' for him, good feith, I cannot tell. 

Ism. An ambassador ? 

Ura, That’s it: But he would carry me away, 
And have me marry his master; and I’ll daye 
Ere I will ha’ him. 

Ism. But what’s this to knowing where the 
prince is ? 

Ura. Yes ; for ye know all my mother does 
Agen tlie prince, is but to ma’ me great. 

Ism. Pray, (I know that too well) what then ? 

Ura. Why, 

I would go to the good marquis my brother, 

And put myself into his hands, that so 
He may preserve himself. 
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Ism. Oh, that thou hadst no seed of thy mother 
in thee, and couldst mean this now! 

Ura. Why, feth J do; 

’Would I might never stir more if I do not! 

Is7n. I shall prove a ridiculous fool, I’ll he 
damn’d else: Hang me if I do not half believe 
thee ? 

l^ra. Ry my troth, you may. 

Jsm. Ry my troth, I do! 1 know I’m an ass 
fort, but I cannot help it. 

L ra. And won you tell me then? 

Ism. Yes, faith will I, or any thing else i’ th’ 
world ; for I think thou art as good a creature as 
ever was born. 

i ra. Rut ail go i’this lad’s repaid; but you 
mun help me 

To silver. 

Lsm. Help thee ? why, the pox take him that 
will not help thee to any thing i’ th’ world! I’ll 
help thee to money, and I’ll do’t presently too: 
And yet—’Soul, if you should play the scurvy har¬ 
lotry, little pocky baggage now, and cozen me, 
,what then ? 

Ura. Why, an I do, would I might ne’er see 
day again! 

Jsm. Nay, by this light, I do not think thou 
wilt: ril presently provide thee money and a let¬ 
ter. [i/i’iV. 

Ura, Ay, but I’ll ne’er deliver it. 

When I have found my brother, I will beg 
To serve him j but he shall never know who I am; 
For he must hate me then for my bad mother; 

I’ll say I am a country lad that want a service. 
And have stray’d on nim by chance, lesthe disco¬ 
ver me. 

I know I must not live long, but that taime 
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I ha’ to spend, shall be in serving him- 
And though my mother seek to take his life 
Away, in ai day^ my brother shall be taught 
That I was ever good, though she were naught. 


SCENE IL 


A Room in the Palace, 


Enter Bach a, reading a Letter^ and Timaxtus. 

Pacha. Run away ? the devil be her guide ! 
Tim. ’Faith, she’s gone ! 

There’s a letter; I found it in her pocket.— 
’Would I were with her! she’s a handsome lady; 
A plague upon my bashful ness! I had bobb’d her . 
Long ago else, [Aside. 

Pacha. What a base whore is this, that, after all 
My ways for her advancement, should so poorly 
Make Virtue her undoer, an^ chuse this time. 

The king being deadly sick, and I intending 
A present marriage with some foreign prince. 

To strengthen and secure myself! She writes here. 
Like a wise gentlewoman, she will not stay ; 

And the example of her dear brother makes 


* In ai day i. e. In one day.—Ed. IT?8. 


3 
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Her fear herself/ to whom she means to fly. 

Tim. Why, who can help it? 

Bacha Now poverty and lechery, which is thy 
end, 

Rot thee, where’er thou goest, with all thy good¬ 
ness ! 

1 bn B\’r lady they’ll bruise her, an she were 
of brass' 1 am sure they’ll break stone walls: I 
have had experience of them both, and they have 
made me desperate. But there’s a messenger, 
madam, come from the prince with a letter to Is- 
menus, who by him leturns an answer. 

Bacha. 1 his comes as pat as wishes: Thou shalt 
presently away, Timantus. 

Tim. Whither, madam ? 

Bacha. To the prince ! and take the messenger 
foi ijuidc! 

Tim. What shall I do there? I have done too 
much mischief to be believed again; or, indeed, 
to ’scape with my head on my back, if I be once 
known. 

Bacha. Thou’rt a weak shallow fool! Get thee 
a disguise; 

And withal, w hen thou com’st before him, have a 
letter 

Feign'd to deliver him ; and then, as thou 
Hast ever hope of goodness by me, or after me, 
Strike one home stroke that shall not need another! 
Dar'st thou ? speak ! dar’st thou ? If thou fall’st off, 
Go be a rogue* again, and lie and pandar 

* Tear herself.'\ Sewaid reads, Ftar ior herself; but the text u 
good heiise, accuidhig to the idiom prevailing in our authors* 
time.—Ed. 177 8, 

s Rogve,] A rogue means here a beggar, as it fiequently docs 
in these plays.— 
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To procure thy meat! Dar st thou ? speak to me. 

Tim, Sure 1 shall never walk when 1 am deatl^ 
I have no spirit. Mariam, I’ll be drunk, 

But I will do it; that is all my refuge. [E.iit. 
Baclia. Away ! no more ! Then 1 will raise an 
army 

Whilst the king yet lives, if all the means and 
power 

I have can do it; I cannot tell. 

Enter Ismenus and the three Lords', 

Ism, Are you inventing still ? we’ll case your 
studies. 

Bacha, Why, how now, saucy lords? 

Ism, Nay, Til shake you ! yes, devil, I will 
shake you! 

Bacha, Do not you know me, lords ? 

Nis, Yes, deadly sin, we know you : ’VVould 
we did not! 

Istn, Do you hear, whore ? a plague o’ God up¬ 
on thee! 

The duke is dead, * • 

Bacha, Dead? 

Ism, Ay, wildfire and brimstone take thee! 
Good man, he is dead, and past those miseries, 
which thou, salt infection,** like adiscase tlungest 
upon his head I)ost thou hear ? An ’twere not 
more respect to womanhood in general than thee, 
because 1 had a mother, who—1 will not say she 


* Which t'>ou salt iiifictton like, like a disease.] The reduplica¬ 
tion ot like 1^ ividentiy iiL’Cidental, but the modern editions not 
only retain it, but iiilroduce another thou. 
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was good, she lived so near thy time—I would 
have tliee, in vengeance of this man, whose peace 
is made in Heaven by this time, tied to a post, and 
dried i’ tli’sun; and after carried about, and shewn 
at fairs for money, with a long story of the 
devil thy father, that taught thee to be whorish, 
envious, bloody. 

Badia. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Lsm. You fleering harlot, I’ll have a horse to leap 
tliec, and thy base issue shall carry sumpters,’— 
Conic, lords; bring heralong! We’ll to the prince 
all, where lier hell-hood shall wait his censure; 
and if he spare thee, she-goat, may he lie with 
thee again ! and beside, roay’st thou lay upon him 
some nasty foul disease, that hate still follows, 
and his end a dry ditch 1—Lead, you corrupted 
wliore, or I’ll draw a goad shall make you skip; 
away to the prince! 

Bacha. Ha, ha, ha! 

T hope yet I shall come too late to find him. 

[Exeunt, 


’ Shall carry sumptefs.] A sumpter horse is that which carries 
the provisions and baggage,—itect/. 
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SCENE III. 


A Forest, with a Cave in the Back-ground. 


i 

Cornets} Cupid desmids. 

Cupid. The time now of my revenge draws near; 
Nor shall it lessen, as I am a god, 

With all the cries and prayers that have been, 
And those that be to come, though they be in¬ 
finite 

In need and number !• \_AsL'ends'. 

Enter Leucippus and Urania from the Cave. 

Leitc. Alas, poor boy, why dost thou follow me? 
What canst thou hope for? 1 am poor as thou art, 
Urci. Ingoodfeth,Ishallbe weellandrichcuougli 
If you will love me, and not put me from you ! ’ • 
I.ei(c» VVhy dost thou chuse out me, boy, to un¬ 
do thee? 

Alas, for pity, take another master, 

That may be able to deserve thy love 
In breeding thee hereafter ! me thou knowest not 

• Cornels. Cupid from ahovt.^ Seward, seeint:** no propiiety” 
in the cornets “ belonging to Cupid,” places that direction at the 
end of the foregoing scene; but why displace the cornets here, 
since he inserts them on Cufjid’s other appearances ? We have made 
this direction like the former.—Ed. 1778. 

9 Cupid. The time nowy &.C.] This speech, till Seward very 
propel ly intioduced it here, was placed at the end ot the play, 
notwithstanding the direction quoted in the last note stood where 
it now dot's.-«-Ed. 1778. 
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More than my misery; and therefore canst not 
Look for rewards at my hands: ’Would I were 
able, 

Afy pretty knave, to do thee any kindness ! 
Truly, good boy, I would, upon my faith; 

'I’hy harmless innocence moves me at heart 
Wilt thou go save thyself? Why dost thou weep? 
Alas, I do not chide thee. 
lira. I cannot tell; 

If 1 go from you, sir, I shall ne’er dawn day more: 
Pray, if you can, (I will be true to you) 

Let inc wait on you! If I were a man, 

I would fight for you: Sure you haVe some ill- 
willcrs; 

I would slay ’em. 

Leuc. Such harmless souls are ever prophets. 
Well 

I take thy wish, thou shalt be with me still; 

Rut, pr’ythee eat, my good boy ! thou wilt die, 
My child, if thou fast one day ‘more; these four 
days 

Thou hast tasted nothing : Go into the cave, 

• And eat; thou shalt find something for thee, 

To bring thy blood again, and thy fair colour. 

Ura. 1 cannot eat, God thank you! but I’ll cat 
To-morrow. 

Lmc. Thou’lt be dead by that time. 

Ura, I should be 

Well then; for you’ll not love me. 

Leuc. Indeed I will.— 

This is the prettiest passion that e'er I felt yet !— 
Why dost thou look so earnestly upon me ? 

Ura. You have fair eyes, master. 

Leuc. Sure the boy dotes !- • 

Why dost thou sigh, my child? 

Ura. To think that such 

A fine man should live, and no gay lady love him. 



Scene TIL] CUPID’S REVENGE. 


491 


Ltiic Thou wilt love me? 

Ura. Yes sure, till I die; and when 
I am in Heaven, I'll e’en wish for )ou. 

Leuc, And I’ll come to thee, boy.—1 his is a love 
I never yet heard tell of.—Come, thou’rt sleenv 
child; 

Go in, and I’ll sit witli thee.—fleavcn, what por¬ 
tends this ? 

Ura, You’re sad, but I’m not sleepy; 'Mould I 
could 

Do aught to make you merry ; shall I sing ‘ 

Leuc, If thou wilt, good boy. Alas, my bov. 
that thou 

Shouldst comfort me, and art far worse tliaii I ' 

Enter Timantus, disguised, 

Ura. La’, master, there is one ; look to yourself! 
Leuc. What art thou that into this dismal j)lace, 
Which nothing could find out but misery. 

Thus boldly step’st ? Comfort was never here ; 
Here is no food, nor beds, nor any house 
Built by a better architect than beasts; 

And ere you get a dwelling from one of them, 
You must fight for it: If you compier him, 

He is your meat; if not, you must be his. 

Tim. 1 come to you (for, if 1 not mistake, 

You are the prince) from that most noble lord 
Ismeniis, with a letter. 

Ura. Alas, I fear 
I shall be discover’d now. 

Leuc Now I feel 

Myself the poorest of all mortal things; 

Where is he that receives such courtesies 
But he has means to shew his gratefulness 
Some way or other ? 1 have none 4t all! 
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I know not how to speak so much as well 
Of thee, but to these trees. 

Tim. His letters speak him, sir. 

Um. Gods keep him but from knowing me till I 
die!* 

Ah me 1 sure I cannot live a day. 

[Leucippus opening the Letter^ the whilst Ti¬ 
ma ntus 7 'uns at hiniy and Urania steps before, 
and receh'es the stroke. 

Oh, thou foul traitor I—How do you, master? 
Leiic. How dost thou, my child ?—Alas I look 
on this; 

It may make thee repentant, to behold 
Those innocent drops that thou hast drawn from 
thence. 

Vra. ’Tis nothing, sir, an you be well. 

Tim. Oh, pardon me ! 

Know you me now, sir ? 

{Kneels and discovers himself. 
Leuc. How couldst thou find me out ? 

Tim. We intercepted 
A letter from Ismenus, and the bearer 
Directed me. 

Leuc. Stand up, Timantus, boldly ! 

The world conceives that thou art guilty 
Of divers treasons to the state and me: 

But oh, far be it from the innocence 
Of a just man, to give a traitor death 
Without a trial 1 Here the country is not 
To purge thee or condemn thee therefore, 

(A nobler trial than thou dost deserve. 

Rather than none at all,) here 1 accuse thee, 

• Gods keep me hut from knowing him till I die.]- This most self- 
evident corruption was not discovered by the editors of 1750 and 
177 s. Mason firs||,proposcd the transposition. 

* To purge thee or condemn thee ; therefore 

A nobler trial than thou dost deserve,] Here a verb is evidently 
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Before the face of Heaven, to be a traitor 
Both to the duke my father and to me, 

And the whole land. Speak ! is it so, or no ? 
Tim. Tis true, sir : Pardon me! 

Lituc, Take heed, Timantus, 

How thou dost cast away thyself! I must 
Proceed to execution hastily 
If thou confess it: Speak once again! is’t so, or no? 
Tim, I am not guilty, sir. 

Leuc, Gods and thy sword 
Acquit thee ! here it is. 

\^Delivers him his ncord. 

Tim, ni not use any violence 
Against your highness. 

Leuc. At thy peril then I 
For this must be thy trial; and from henceforth 
Look to thyself! 

[Timantus draws his sword^ theyjighty Timan- 
falls, 

Tim. I do beseech you, sir, 

Let me not fight. 

Leuc, Up, up again, Timantus ! 

There is no way but this, believe me. Now if~ 
Fy, fy, Timantus! is there no usage can 
Recover thee from baseness 1 Wert thou longer 
To converse with men, I would have chid thee 
for this. 

Be all thy faults forgiven! 

Tim. Oh, spare me, sir, I am not fit for death. 
Leuc. I thinkthouartnot; yettrustme, fitter than 


left out, being equally necessary to the sense and measure,—So 
•ward. 

Seward*s addition is takcy and he reads, 

-therefore take 

A nobler trial, &c. 

But there is no occasion for this addition it we substitute a comma 
for a colon after the words “ at ally* as Mason directs, and placp 
the parentheses as in the text. 
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For life. Yet tell me, ere thy breath be gone, 
Know’st of any other |)l()ts against me? 

Tim. Of none. 

Leuc. What course wouldst thou have taken, 
when thou haclst kill’d me ? 

Tim. I would have ta’en your page, and mar¬ 
ried her. 

Ixuc. What page? [Urania rn’oewi-, 

7'im Your boy there—^— [Dies, 

Lcuc. Is he fall’n mad in death ? what does he 
mean ? 

Some good god help me at the worst!—How dost 
thou ? 

not thy misery vex me; thou shalt have 
Y bat thy poor heart can wish: I am a prince. 
And I will keep thee in the gayest clothes, 

And the liuest things that ever pretty boy 
H.id given him. 

Ura I know you well enough. 

Feth, I am dying; and now you know all too. 
Lcuc. But stir up thyself: Look what a jewel 
here is, 

See how it glisters ! what a pretty show 
Will tliis make in thy little car! ha, speak! 

Eat but a bit, and take it. 

Ura. Do you not know me ? 

Lcuc, I pr’ythee mind thy health! why, that’s 
well said; 

My good boy, smile still:"* 

Ura. 1 shall smile, till death. 

An 1 see you 1 I am Urania, 

Your sister-in-law. 

Lcuc How I 
Ura. I am Urania. 

Lcuc Dulness did seize me ! now I know thee 
well: 

Alas, why cam’st thou hither ? 

1 
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■ Ura. Feth, for love: 

I would not let you know till I was dying; 

For you could not love me, my mother was 
So naught. 

Leuc. I will love thee, or any thing! 

What, wilt thou leave me as soon as I know thee ? 
Speak one word to me! Alas, she is past it! 

She will ne’er speak more,— 

What noise is that.? it is no matter who 
Comes on me now. 

Enter Ismenus, Xiith the Lords bringl?ig hi Facha. 

What worse than mad arc you 
That seek out sorrows? if you love delights, 
Begone from hence ! 

Ism. Sir, for you W’e come, 

As soldiers to revenge the wrongs you have suffer’d 
Under this naughty creature : What shall be done 
with her ? 

Say ; I am ready. 

Leuc. Leave her to Heaven, brave cousin ! 
They shall tell lier how she has sinn’d against ’em ; 
i\Iy hand shall ne’er be stain’d with such base blooi}. 
Live, wicked mother! that reverend title be 
Your pardon ! for I’ll use no extremity 
Against you, but leave you to Heaven. 

Bacha. Hell take you all! or, if there be a place 
Of torment that exceeds that, get you thither! 
And till the devils have you, may your lives 
Be one continued plague, and such a one 
That knows no friends nor ending! may all ages 
That shall succeed curse you, as I do! and, 

If it be possible, I ask it Heaven, 

That your base issues may be ever monsters, 

That must, for shame of Nature and succession, 
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Be drov^n’d like dogs! ’Would I had breath to 
poison you! * 

Leitc. ’Would you bad love within you, and such 
grief 

As might become la mother! Look you there! 
Know you that face? that was Urania: 

Tliese are the fruits of those unhappy mothers, 
Tliat labour with such horrid births as you do ! 

If you can weep, there’s cause; poor innocent, 
Your wickedness has kill’d her; I'll weep for you. 
Isw. JMonstrous woman! Mars would weep at 
this, 

And yet she cannot. 

Jxuc. Here lies your minion too, slain by my 
hand: 

I will not say you are the cause; yet certain, 

I know you were to blame: The gods forgive you! 

Im, See, she stands as if she were inventing 
Some new destruction for the world. 

Leuc. Ismenus, 

Thou art welcome yet to my sad company. 

Ism, I come to make you somewhat sadder, sir. 
Leuc, You cannot; 1 am at the height already. 

. Ism, Your father’s dead. 

Leuc. I thought so; Heaven be with him!. 

Oh, woman, woman, weep now or never I thou 
Hast made more sorrows than we have eyes to utter. 
Bacha. Now let Heaven fall! I’m at the worst 
of evils; 

A thing so miserably wretched, that every thing, 
The last of human comforts, hath left me! 


• JVovld I had breath to poison you.] Some editions (Seward’s 
among the number) [and the quarto of 1630] 

Would I had breath to please yoK.—Ed, 17T8, 

The text is from quarto l635. 
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I will not be so base and cold to live, 

And wait the mercies of these men I bate: 

Ko, ’tis just I die, since Fortune bath left me. 
My steep descent attends me 'J Hand, strike thou 
home! 

I have soul enough to guide : and let all know. 
As I stood a queen, the same I’ll fall, 

And one with me! [Stabs the Prince^ then her self» 
Leiic. Oh! 

Ism, How do you, sir? 

Leiic. Nearer lu) licalth than I think au}^ here. 
My tongue begins to faultcr: What is man! 

Or who would be one, when he sees a poor weak 
woman 

Can in an instant make him none! 

Dor. She’s dead already. 
hm, Let her be damn’d 
Already, as she is I Post all for surgeons ! 

Lmc. Let not a man stir 1 for I am but dead. 

I have some few words which I would have you 
hear. 

And am afraid I shall want breath to speak ’em: 
First to you, my lords; you know Ismenus is 
I^iulcuihted heir of Lycia;* 1 do beseech you all. 
When 1 am dead, to shew your duties to him. 
Lords. We vow to do’t. 

Lent' I thank you.—Next to you, 

Cousin Ismenus, that shall be the duke, 

I pray you let the broken images’ 

Of Cupid be re-cdified I I know 
All this is done bv him. 

Ism, It shall be so. 

5 My step descent attends wf.] Corrected in 1750. 

^ Undoubtedly Varied by Seward. 

’ / pray you let the broken image oj' Cupid^ Altered in 1750. 
VOL. xr. 2 I 
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Lmc, Last, I beseech you that my mother-in-law 
May.have a burial according to- [Dies, 

Ism, To what, sir r 

Dor, There’s a full point! 

‘ Ism. I will interpretfor him: She shall have burial 
According to her own deserts, with dogs! 

Dor, I would your majesty 
Would haste for settling of the people. 

Ism, I am ready. 

Age, Go ; and let the trumpets sound 
Some mournful thing, whilst we convey the body 
Of this unhappy prince unto the court, 

And of that virtuous virgin to a grave ! 

But drag her to a ditch, where let her lie, 
Accurs’d, whilst one man has a memory ! 

[A dead march. Exeunt.^ 

® In the course of Mr Seward^s notes on this play, he remarks, 
that “ liad this whole plot, a father marrying his son's whore, the 
son’s penitence and distress, and her plots for his destruction, been 
wrought into a tragedy, without the idle machinery of Cupid and 
his Revenge, it would have afforded snflficient matter to such ge¬ 
niuses as our authors :** And afterwards says, “ I cannot take leave 
of this play without again regretting the farcical intermixture of 
the machineiy of Cupid, from whence it takes its name. Without 
this, and the ridiculous death of the princess, what a noble tragedy 
would our authors have left us! The character of the king from 
liis ridiculous dotage on his children, to a still more ridiculous 
dotage on a wanton wife; the misfortunes of a virtuous young 
prince from taking one vicious step, and endeavouring to conceal 
it by a falsity, are finely described; but how is the just moral 
arising from thence spoiled, by making this only Cupid*s Revenge !** 

In our opinion, the plot and the machinery are equally ridicu¬ 
lous ; and we cannot avoid expressing our concern, that so much 
admirable poetry should bestowed on so absurd a drama.-—>£d. 
1778. 

I cannot discover the great merit which Seward finds in this 
play, or think that the omission of any part would render it a noble 
tragedy. In point both of language and metre it is inferior to other 
productions of the poets: the characters and the incidents so un¬ 
natural, that nothing can reconcile us to them but the interposi- 

9 
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tion of that little deity which gives Seward so much offence. It 
would be difficult, therefore, to find any fitter utle for this drama 
than Cupid's ilcoen^e.—Mason, 

This is all very just, excepting the observations on the metre; 
and this to be sure is ridiculous enough in the modern editions 
where all the prose is cut down into verse. * 
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